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crossed five rivers, the Mod, the Riet, the
Orange, the Salt, and the Bloed; had been
jolted over s/uits innumerable, drenched to
the skin three times by thunder showers, and
would, under all these circumstances, have felt
somewhat tired even if we had been reclining
in the most luxurious of travelling carriages.
Our condition, therefore, may be well imagined
when I say that this journey of several hun-
dred miles had been performed in one of the
waggons of the Diamond Fields Express
Transport Company.

The conveyances of that company were
seemingly designed for the purpose of pro-
viding the maximum of discomfort for the
passenger at the minimum cost to the pro-
prietors. They were four-wheeled and spring-
less machines, covered with white canvas tilts,
and contained five seats arranged across the
waggon, one behind another. Of these seats
four were inside the waggon, and the occupants
faced the horses; one was behind, and faced
the other way. The front seat was for the
accommodation of the two drivers (one of
whom wielded the mighty whip, while the
other drove), and on each of the others, which
were inside, were squeezed three unfortunate
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of luggage; during the entire journey he
was unable to take off his clothes or boots
for more than an hour or so, opportunities
for washing there were none; and dirty, un-
shaven, a prey to flies and fleas, drenched
with perspiration, and coated thickly with red
dust, he sat with stiffened limbs, sleepless,
bruised, and tired to death. In fact, many
men broke down under the ordeal, and had
to be left at the farm-house of some way-
side Boer, to recover as best they might, and
continue their journey when an opportunity
offered ; while nearly all suffered from swollen
ankles, and abrasion of the dorsal cuticle.
We alighted from the waggon in front of
the low house of sun-dried bricks, which stood
to the right of the road in the ravine, which
is known as Karroo Poort ; and stamped and
stretched our cramped and benumbed limbs.
Behind us lay the dead and bare level of the
Karroo, with its odours of putrefying carcases,
and its blinding storms of dust; in front, the
mountains which form the southern boundary
of the plateau of the Karroo, loomed up darkly
in the failing light of evening, and a cold wind
swept down the gorge, tossing the broad leaves
of the fig-trees around the house, and sighing
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the shattered remains of two or three post-carts
and waggons with the skeletons of their teams,
far down amongst the wild confusion of rocks
which formed the bed of the ravine, were
always pointed out to passengers by the guards
in order to quiet their apprehensions and
make them feel quite satisfied as to their
safety.

At a call from the guard we lounged wearily
into the scantily-furnished room in which the
supper had been laid. The usual way-side
meal of greasy mutton-chops floating about
in a liquid sea of sheep-tail fat, accompanied
by the customary sour bread and thick coffee,
was displayed before us, and we sank despon-
dently into the rough [chairs which were set
round the table. About two mouthfuls were
sufficient for me, for I was too tired to eat,
and lighting a pipe I strolled outside into the
cool air, and stretched myself at full length
.upon the softest piece of ground I could
find.

I can still remember the gratified sense
of relief I experienced at being at last able
to stretch my legs out at full length, after
having sat with them doubled up—and they
are not by any means short—for nearly ten
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It seemed to me as if I had only been
sleeping for a moment, when I was awakened
by being roughly shaken, and by a voice
shouting into my ear that all the passengers
were on board, and that the waggon was
about to start. I scrambled to my feet,
rubbed my eyes, and clambered up into my
place; and the next moment, with much
cracking of whip, objurgation of cattle, and
blowing of the guard’s bugle, we were off.

Fortunately, when booking my seat at Du
Toit’s Pan, I had been sufficiently early to
engage an inside seat, and that one an end
one, so that I was only wedged on one side
by a fellow-sufferer, and could lean against
the side of the tilt. Next to me, on my
right, was an individual whose face was still
smeared with the blood which had been drawn
in a personal conflict in which he had been
engaged with another passenger the day before
at Riet Fontein, where we had stopped for
breakfast. Next to him again, on the same
seat, was a gentleman of Hebrew nationality,
who carried with him a small leathern bag,
which was popularly believed by the com-
munity of the waggon to contain diamonds to
a fabulous amount. Before me, on the seat
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right. After every one of these subsidences,
he would pull himself together, and looking
at whichever one of us he had just escaped
crushing, would ask with drunken gravity,
“What the blank we meant by shoving
him?” Then he would grumble to himself
for a few minutes, till another jolt disturbed
his equilibrium. After this had gone on for
a quarter of an hour or so, his mood changed,
and he broke out into a burst of drunken song,
in a rich, mellow voice that was heard high
above the clatter of the horses’ hoofs, and the
rattle and crash of the waggon. All this, of
course, was not conducive to sleep, and I
wanted to continue the slumber, which I had,
so to speak, only just commenced to taste at
Karroo Poort; but I was too lazy to be
seriously angry with the man, so, beyond
wishing to myself that I could kill him quietly
and be at rest, I did nothing ; and the waggon
rolled on, jolting over stones and ruts, now in
the dark shadow of some towering height, and
now in the pale and calm light of the stars.
Presently it seemed to me as if my neigh-
bour’s song took the measured rhythm of the
stroke of a driving-wheel. Yes, that is it: I
am in a train. \Vhat a delightful change from
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sliding down, down, down in the trough of the
sea. Don’t you hear the screw racing as it
pitches clear of the water? Now we are
rolling. I hate rolling—I shall be sea-sick
presently. Crash—there’s a boat carried away.
What? What did you say, captain? Rather
choppy sea? Oh! yes, very choppy. How
those waves come towering on! Here we go
up, up—the bowsprit will knock a star out of
place presently. Now we go down again.
Ah! what a slide! Is this a south-easter, I

Dear me, how calm it has become all of a
sudden! And why is that canoe full of cannibals
coming here from that low island over there
with the cocoa-nut palms on it? Ah! I under-
stand ; they have scented the mutton-chops,
even at that distance, and I know they are
cannibals by their long tusks. What wonderful
keenness of smell! Talk of vultures scenting
out their prey—that is nothing to this. The
sound of those tom-toms they are playing is not
.unpleasant. They are playing the chorus from
Masaniello, and the head chief is conducting.
Very good indeed. Now they are alongside,
Where are the crew of the ship? Get out your
cutlasses quick, or you will be too late. Look!
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came down from de Neck, and de horses run
’way, and all de gen’lemen, and de guard, and
de oder Tottie, dey jump out at de back.
Only me and you leff.”

“Good heavens!” I thought. “And I have
been sleeping here like an unconscious innocent,
while this heavy waggon has been thundering
and blundering down that break-neck pass,
behind eight runaway horses!”

What an escape! I could picture to my-
self the waggon skidding upon two wheels
along the edges of precipices, round the sharp
turns of the road, and jumping over s/uzfs and
crashing against loose rocks, now swaying half
over a ravine and now glancing from the stony
face of a cliff. Then I laughed at the idea of
all the other passengers struggling to the back
of the waggon in a wild rush to get out,
squeezing, shoving, pulling, and cursing and
swearing in their fright; holding on to the
back seat and dropping into the road, bruised,
dust-covered, and with torn clothes ; all in such
a hurry to save their necks that they never
gave a thought to me; and I chuckled as I
thought of the long walk they had now before
them, and how I had unconsciously scored off
them. That their exit had been impromptu
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“Well, the fact is, I was asleep the whole
time, and knew nothing about it.”

“ Jee—hosaphat!” he whistled. “You
must be a sound sleeper. And all your pards
hurried out o’ the back without ever troubling
to give you a call ?”

“Yes, I suppose so.”

“Well, you've got the laugh of them this
time, anyhow. They can’t get here now much
before mid-day. They've got a goodish piece
of footing before them.”

“Then I've got about five or six hours to
wait ?”

“That’s so.”

“ And you can give me a bed ?”

“You bet. As many as you like.”

“ Then give me one.”

And so I had a good long sleep at last.
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the aboriginal inhabitants of South Africa are
mere animals who have no right to possessions
of any kind; many of them go so far as to
think that they have no right even to exist, and
the suggestion that they might perhaps have
some title to the soil would be received with a
blank stare of utter amazement. ‘

Van Swieten was especially vain of his pure
Dutch descent, and boasted that no base
English blood flowed in his veins. Over the
chimney-piece in the parlour of his farm-house,
his framed and illuminated pedigree, rapidly
becoming smoke-grimed through the obstinacy
of the prevailing wind or the eccentricity of the
chimney, at once attracted the attention of
visitors. Van Swieten used to say that it was
longer than that of any other man in South
Africa; and that the framed samplers, worked
by female members of the family who had long
since been gathered to their fathers in the
red-brick vault which stood opposite the front
door of the house, were older, uglier, and worse
done than any others in the colony. This was
a great mark of respectability. He moreover
stated himself to be a direct lineal descendant
of the great Van Swieten, a philanthropist who
had accompanied William Prince of Orange






20 SOUTH AFRICAN SKETCHES.

the north of the Orange River was not claimed
by Europeans of any nation ; so, collecting his
household goods, he ¢rekked northwards in two
ox-waggons, and finally settled down in that
tract of country which was later known as
Waterboer’s Territory, and is now denominated
Griqualand West.  There was no absolute
necessity for this migratory movement. The
English had, with a sublime indifference to
their rights as conquerors, neither confiscated
the lands nor molested the persons of those
who had resisted them by force of arms; but
Van Swieten could not even brook the vicinity
of Englishmen, so he sold his Stellenbosch
property, shook the dust from off his feet, and
went northward in search of independence.

The Boers of South Africa are a simple
people, and their wants are few. Living as
they do in isolated houses scattered at rare
intervals over a vast expanse of country, new
ideas are transmitted but slowly, and penetrate
still more sluggishly. The world and its doings
are matters which interest them but little, of
fashion they know and care nothing, and battles
which might change the destinies of more than
one European nation, could be lost and won
without more than a vague rumour reaching
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lived. They have not yet caught the infection
of those terrible radical diseases, improvement
and progress.

Hendrick van Swieten was hardly so philo-
sophic as his late father had been, and he in-
dulged in an unmitigated hatred of England and
of everything that was English. He exhibited
this feeling in the minutest details of his life.
The stubbornest and worst-tempered ox in his
team was always called ““Englishman,” and if
any disease broke out among his sheep he was
certain to attribute it to something the English
had done. He was not a whit more reasonable
than the Irish at the time of a potato famine.

His residence could hardly be described as
palatial. It was built of rough, sun-dried
bricks, had a flat roof, and boasted two apart-
ments. One was called the parlour. It
contained a rough wooden table, a bench, and
some chairs, with straight backs. It was further
adorned with the pedigree and samplers, a few
plates and dishes placed in racks, and an old
delf tea-pot, which stood on the mantel-shelf
above the enormous Dutch fire-place, and which
served as the family strong box; for Hendrick, in

common with most of his countrymen, had no
faith in banks, and the hard cash which he
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search for miles in every direction without any-
where discovering a shrub of a greater height
than two feet. Trees there were none. It
was a vast, dreary plain, stretching far away
into the horizon, covered with loose red-ochre-
coloured stones and stunted rhinoster bushes.

As for Van Swieten himself, he was a
stout, red-faced, blue-eyed, sandy-bearded man,
attired in a dirty brown moleskin coat and
trousers. His neck and chest were bare, and
tanned by the sun to a brick-red hue. He
* was rather given to sitting for hours on the
narrow sfoep outside his house, steadfastly
regarding the red-brick mausoleum in front of
him, and exhaling clouds of smoke from his
huge earthenware pipe. He preferred this
sort of thing to exercise, and was supposed
to be a deep thinker, but he rarely gave
mankind the benefit of his reflections.

The Van Swietens were thus located
in Waterboer's Territory some years before
the discovery of diamonds in South Africa.
It was before the never-to-be-forgotten diamond
was found sticking in the plaster of the only
house at Bultfontein, and the excited in-
habitants stripped the walls in the hope of
finding more.
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post, kept up for the purposes of the slave
trade.

One sultry evening in the early part of
November (year uncertain), Hendrick van
Swieten might have been discerned leaving the
bend of the Vaal River, where the tent, known
as the Quarter Way House Hotel, stood in
later years, and striking into the plain on his
homeward way. He had been on an excursion
to the Vaal River to pay a visit to a neighbour-
ing Boer, and in a country where your next-
door neighbour is perhaps twenty miles off,
men think nothing of passing a day in the
saddle. He was mounted on a rough, un-
groomed Cape horse, wiry and sure of foot,
that could get over a great deal of rough and
stony ground in a day, and was going along at
a hand-gallop, for he did not at all like the
threatening appearance of the sky. In fact, one
of those severe and dangerous thunderstorms
which occur so frequently on the inland plateaus
of South Africa, and which are perhaps un-
~ rivalled in any part of the world, was evidently
close at hand. Right ahead, in the very direc-
tion in which he was going, a dark, dense bank
of clouds obscured the horizon, with forked, zig-
zag streaks of vivid light momentarily darting
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before one might have vainly searched for miles
for a drop of water, was dotted with pools, and
streams of turbulent red water were foaming
down from every low crest in the undulation.
The storm was now immediately overhead, and
at its height; added to which it was rapidly
becoming dark. A low mound, covered with
large boulders of ironstone, lay to the left of the
track, and Hendrick was hurrying past this
more elevated part as fast as he could make his
horse go, and debating within himself whether
it would not be wiser for him to dismount and
walk, when a sudden sheet of vivid white light
that seemed to spring from all sides nearly
deprived him of sight, and simultaneously a
peal, like the sharp crack of a thousand rifles,
sounded above and around him. The horse,
blinded and scared by the lightning, shied to
one side, and Van Swieten in his confusion
found himself sprawling on the ground. He
was about to utter his usual ejaculation, “ Dze
duyvel,” when he remembered that as the storm
was still raging it was hardly a suitable time to
invoke a demon who was supposed to be
antagonistic to the handler of the lightning, and
he abruptly closed his lips. He rose carefully,
fecling every limb to ascertain if it were
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it was dark, and he might easily lose his way ;
. moreover, it was dangerous to remain on that
bare plain the only prominent object for the
lightning to aim at within miles; he had just
had a narrow escape, and next time he might
not be so fortunate. Taking all this into con-
sideration he plucked up courage, and, feeling
very much as if some unexpected horror were
about to clutch him by the back of the neck, he
entered the ruined tower.

The building was roofless, but in one angle,
sheltered from the rain, he found the corner of
a vault, with a portion of the arched roof still
remaining.  Into this he crept, placing his
back against the wall, determined that at all
events, nothing should come at him from
behind ; and, making himself as comfortable
as he could under the circumstances, he lighted
his pipe, and remained smoking and listening
to the sough of the rain, and the distant artillery
of the rapidly-retreating thunder. The night
was as dark as pitch, and every flash of
lightning lighted up the vast rain-covered
plain, seen through the ragged gateway of
the old tower, which formed a weird frame to
the dispiriting picture. After a time the
measured beat of the rain and the soothing
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a black ghost, he felt immensely relieved, and
was about to call out to the intruder, when
he reflected that the man before him might
be a Bushman; he thought of the poisoned
arrows and held his tongue. Presently the
figure moved behind the ruined wall, and
disappeared from sight.

Hendrick wished over and over again that
he was in his own farm-house, snugly en-
sconced for the night, and he made a mental
vow that he would never pay such a long
visit again, or, at all events, not leave his
host’s dwelling so late in the day. Once or
twice he thought of making a bolt for it, and
of rushing out of the vault on to the plain;
but again and again he put off the moment for
starting.  While he was thus still dehating
within himself, he was alarmed at perceiving
a number of people in front of him, standing
under the gateway of the tower. His flesh
crept, the hair bristled on his head, and he
broke out into a clammy perspiration. There
could be no doubt about it, these new-comers
must be ghosts.

These people were attired in the most
extraordinary manner, in dresses the like of
which Van Swieten had never seen. They
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began to circulate freely between these three,
and he commenced to think that after all the
ghost business might not be such a bad one,
since these seemed to have an unlimited supply
of Schiedam at their disposal. He would not
have objected to a little himself just then, he
was so cold, but he felt an unusual delicacy
about asking these strangers for it. Soon the
earthly spirit appeared to be producing a
curious effect upon the unearthly one in the
semblance of a native, for he reeled about in
a manner that was highly reprehensible for a
respectable ghost, and Van Swieten felt sure
that had he spoken he would have found some
difficulty about his clicks. After a time he
staggered away, and beckoning to the pale
persons in the strange garments, led the way
to another part of the building where the
ruined walls concealed them from sight.

No sooner had the last of them disappeared
round the crumbling wall of the tower, than
Van Swieten, with a cat-like tread, noiselessly
left his hiding-place, and skulking along in the
shadow of the old walls, moved out of the
ruins. He was creeping past the front of
the building, stooping down so as to escape
observation, when a bright gleam of light
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d

saw that they were fetters. It was all clear
to him then. These must be the spirits of
departed slave-dealers, who, for their misdeeds,
were compelled to act the horrid scene over
again. The intoxicated native marched his
procession of human wares up to the brazier
in couples. Then the two men who had the
most ragged ostrich feathers in their hats threw
the slaves on the ground, took each a hot
iron from the fire and pressed it fizzing upon
a quivering shoulder, where it left a mark
that glowed like molten iron. This process
was repeated some six or seven times, and
each time that the brand was printed on a
slave, fresh fumes of sulphur pervaded the
court. A puff of wind carried the sulphurous
smoke towards Van Swieten, the smell became
intolerable, and he felt that he must cough.
He gasped for breath, the veins stood out on
his temples, and he grew purple in the face
in his endeavours to restrain himself. He
crammed the skirts of his coat into his mouth
to deaden the sound, but in vain.

Had a shell fallen among the group inside
the ruins, they could not have appeared more
startled than they did upon hearing that
unfortunate explosion of Van Swieten’s.
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“ Diavolo,” said the man in the largest
hat. '

Van Swieten looked up, and perceived the
bell-mouthed muzzle of a death-dealing
blunderbuss looking him straight in the face.
In an instant he threw himself at full length
behind the wall. A terrific crash sounded in
his ears, the ruined wall tottered and fell,
and he was covered with the stones and déb»zs,
and half smothered by the lime-dust which
rose from the crumbled mortar. He lay motion-
less and silent for some time, not daring to
move or utter a sound; but at last, hearing
nothing more, he ventured to crawl from under
the mass of rubbish which covered him. He
peeped into the court; the light was extinct,
and the lonely ruins were as silent as the
grave.

When Van Swieten reached home next
morning, the foregoing is the account which
he gave. His family received him with open
arms, believed and comforted him. He imposed
secrecy upon his household. Rash man, but
little versed in the peculiarities of the fair
sex! The adventure itself was so strange
that they were naturally dying to tell it to
some of their neighbours, and to demand
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secrecy was only to make them burn to tell
it the more. Thus, before a week was over,
everybody within a radius of thirty miles had
heard of Hendrick’s story.

A few of his neighbours believed it, but
the majority shook their heads knowingly,
and said that if Van Swieten had slept in
the ruins at all (which they doubted), he had
most probably been disturbed by a troop of
dog-headed baboons, and that the obscurity
of the night, and his excited imagination, had
conjured up the rest. Moreover, the friend,
whose house Van Swieten had left before
meeting with this astounding adventure, said
that he had noticed that Hendrick’s condition
on parting was not that which a strict
observance of sobriety would entail

But such is the legend of the Portuguese
Ruins.



IIL
PIET.

My boy Piet was not handsome. Indeed, to
European ideas, his small eyes set obliquely in
his face; his wide and flat nose with its dis-
torted nostrils, and the bridge so little elevated
that the space between the cheek-bones was
almost flat; his protruding lips, and long and
prominent, but narrow and pointed chin,
might appear positively ugly, notwithstanding
the verdicts of the various Hottentot belles
with whom he was on familiar terms, and who
evidently regarded him with approving eyes.
He was a pure Hottentot, of a type now
almost extinct ; for though, about two hundred
and thirty years ago, when Van Riebeck was
Dutch Governor of the Cape of Good Hope,
the Hottentots proper numbered more than
two hundred thousand, internecine warfare
so thinned their numbers, and the survivors
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subsequently intermarried to such an extent with
Malays, Kaffirs, Half-castes, and Europeans,
that, strictly speaking, they have long ceased to
exist as a tribe. The varicties of.the Hottentot
proper—that is, the Korannas, the Namaquas,
the Griquas, and the Bushmen—live and thrive,
but the parental stock bids fair soon to be as
utterly extinct as the dodo.

Piet was not hirsute. He had sprouting, at
rare intervals on his upper lip, a few hairs, the
number of which would not increase if he lived
to be a hundred years old ; and on his head the
small black tufts of wool were sprinkled so
sparingly as to permit of a small circle of scalp
being perceived around each. His vicinity was
unpleasant to the olfactory nerves—he was still
less partial to the outward application of water
than to the inward—but he was faithful;
tolerably honest, except in matters in which
food, drink, or moneéy were concerned ; less of
a drunkard than most of his compatriots ; and a
liar of but small capacity. He was about five
feet four inches in height, and of a jaundiced
yellow hue. His age amounted to about
sixteen years in actual time ; but he appeared
to be at least a century old in wickedness and
depravity.
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He called himself a Dutch Lutheran ; but I
do not believe he had ever entered a church in
his life, and he paid no more attention to the
ritual of that creed than he did to its moral
precepts. Large-minded and free from bias,
however, as he seemed to be upon the subject
of religion, I observed that whenever he chanced
to come upon a ‘“praying mantis,” the insect
which his ancestors used to receive with the
highest tokens of veneration and welcome as a
god, he approached it with a certain amount of
deference. He was too civilised, or too sceptical
about all things supernatural, to sing and dance
round it, as did his benighted progenitors, and
he would no more have thought of sprinkling
our tent with the powder of the “buchu” in its
honour, than he would have of sacrificing two
sheep to it; unless they were sheep belonging
to some other person, and then only with a view
to a snake-like gorge. Still, he half believed
that the advent of the mantis was indicative of
future prosperity, and he would not have treated
it with disrespect for fear of bringing ill-luck
“upon himself.

My acquaintance with Piet began curiously.
He was one of the drivers of the Diamond
Fields transport waggons, and was employed
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on a stage between Victoria West and Hope-
town. He came to us at a farm, some ten
hours’ journey from the former town, with a
span of twelve half-starved mules, which were
so wretchedly bad that he and the other driver
had to take it in turns to run alongside them
and keep them moving by a vigorous applica-
tion of “sjambok.” He would jump out and
administer a couple of stinging cuts to each
mule, and then, as they broke into a trot, he
would spring on to the waggon again. He did
this very cleverly some five or six times; but
he tried it once too often, and, missing his
footing, fell under the waggon, so that the
heavy wheels passed over an ankle and crushed
it. We of course stopped, lifted him into the
waggon, bandaged his ankle with strips of rag
damped with “Cape Smoke” and water taken
from the collective flasks of the passengers, and
then, in order that there might be room enough
in the waggon to admit of his lying down,
some of us walked on.

At the next farm we reached—some ten
miles beyond the scene of the accident—the
charitable Boer refused to allow us to leave
the boy there, on the grounds that he was
“only a nigger.” He furthermore expressed
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We went on again about three in the
morning, leaving Piet in the hands of this
Samaritan; and the incident was soon for-
gotten, until about two months later, when as
I was sitting with my partner D outside
our little frame tent, on the dusty plain of the
New Rush, Piet suddenly dropped upon us,
asking for work. He recognised me at once;
said that his master had turned him out, as
he had threatened to do; and added that,
as I had already done something for him, it
was my duty to do something more.

It happened that we wanted a cook and
general factotum at that time, so we engaged
him on the spot; and we never had any reason
to complain of our bargain, for he stole far
less from us than any other native we ever
employed. Of this strange moderation in
peculation, however, we of course knew
nothing when he came to us; and, indeed,
our principal reason for engaging him was,
that he understood a little English, a rare
accomplishment amongst the natives of the
western province of the old colony, who
‘almost invariably speak Dutch. He had
probably learned what he knew at his last
place; and, though it is true that his English
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was not very good, it was far better than our
Dutch, and we contrived to understand each
other without difficulty.

Notwithstanding his scepticism, Piet had
prejudices. One evening, after a dusty day’s
work at the sorting-table, I wandered down
a “donga,” out by the low hills towards the
Vaal, with my gun, to try and shoot a coran
or something for supper. I saw no corans,
but I shot a hare, some of which we ate,
and told Piet that he might have what
remained. He was usually voracious enough ;
but this time he made a grimace indicative
of repugnance, and gravely announced that
he wanted something else, as he could not
eat hare.

For some time he would not tell us what
_ objection he had to that animal, but after
much urging he told us the following tradi-
tion : »

“ The moon comes, by-and-by it dies, and
then it comes to life again. The moon once
called the hare, and said to him: ‘Go to men,
and tell them that, as I die and come to life
again, so shall they also die and come to life
again.” The hare went accordingly as he was
told, and when he returned the moon asked him:
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¢ What did you say?’ The hare replied : 1
have told them that as you die and come not to
life again, so shall they also die and come not to
life again” ‘What,’ said the moon, ¢did you
say that?’ And being angry, he took up a
stick, and hit the hare on the mouth, which
"became slit.”

Therefore, according to Piet, no Hottentot
will eat hare, because he brought the wrong
message, and was thus the cause of death.

The Zulus have a legend analogous to this,
but with different ‘dramatis personz.” Ac-
cording to their version, the “ Umkulunkulu,”
or Deity, sent a chameleon to tell men that
they should not die. The chameleon, however,
went slowly, and stopped on the road to eat the
leaves of a certain shrub. In the meantime the
* Umkulunkulu” changed his mind, and sent
the “i'ntulwa,” a species of lizard, to overtake
the chameleon, and tell men that they must die.
The “i'ntulwa ” set out, passed the chameleon,
and arriving first at the place where the men
were, told them that they must die.

D kept a thermometer hung up on a
nail which was driven into one of the ridge-
poles of the tent, and the mercury in the tube
and bowl much exercised the mind of Piet,
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crouched down behind a heap of “stuff”
near a sorting-table, busily engaged with
something on the ground. We approached
him on tip-toe, and beheld an amusing
sight. Before him on the ground lay the
broken thermometer, and beside it, in the
dust, was a glistening little silver globule of
mercury. Piet’s eyes were fastened upon this
with a mingled expression of amazement and
frightt: Every now and then he would
cautiously extend a finger and thumb and
endeavour to pick up the mercury, which
naturally escaped him, and rolled to one
side. His action and expression each time
he found he had missed it were so absurd,
that at last we could not restrain our laughter ;
he at once heard us, looked round, and the
next moment was dancing about and making
grimaces at us two hundred yards off.

It was not until the pangs of hunger
compelled him, towards the evening, to
approach the tent, that we caught him. He
expressed contrition, but seemed to think,
at the same time, that we had played rather
a shabby trick on him.

“\What for you tell me that silver live in
dem ting for?” he asked. “Why you no
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fifty pounds a month ; and, though one might
at any time come upon a diamond worth several
thousand pounds, which would well repay one
for all advances made to fortune, and even
make amends for the hard life, discomfort, and
hard labour; yet, on the other hand, as had
persistently happened in our own case, one
might only find, month after month, inferior
stones, splints, and ““boart,” which would hardly
pay for working the claim. At that time, too,
marvellous tales were afloat as to the richness
of Pilgrim’s Rest in alluvial gold—how one
man had hit upon a ““ pocket” containing nearly
four hundred ounces ; how another had taken
two pounds’ weight of nuggets out of the
stream in one afternoon, by simply turning
over boulders and rocks, and searching under
them, and so on.

At all events, having worked off and re-
covered from the diamond fever, we took the
gold fever; and it happening that an ‘“up-
country” trader in ostrich feathers and ivory
was going north through the Transvaal, we
sold our claim at the New Rush, and arranged
with him to carry our few belongings as far
as our two roads lay in common. Everything
being completed, we left Du Toit’s Pan early
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uncomfortable as was the interior of the waggon,
encumbered as it was with barrels and wooden
cases, it would be desirable to seek that shelter.
The trader shared my opinion, and we climbed
in and disposed ourselves to the best advantage
on the angular heap; while D , who was
more luxurious, and objected to any couch
harder than the earth, strolled off to a clump of
low bushes which grew near the “donga” at a
distance of some forty yards, with the intention
of lying down under their shelter. Hard as
was my bed, the fatigue of the day—for we had
walked many miles and had been up since
daybreak—soon brought about its natural re-
sults. For a few minutes I heard the flapping
of the waggon-tilt in the breeze, the chatter of
the “boys” around their fire, and the yelping
of a distant pack of jackals, and then fell
asleep.

I had been sleeping for about two hours,
when I was awakened by a great squealing and
commotion amongst the mules. This was
followed by a snarl, which, limited as was then
my experience, I had no difficulty in at once
recognising as that of a leopard. Taking from
the hooks on which it was hung, my gun, a
wretched article of Belgian manufacture which







do should he come across the leopard. Two of
the traders’ ‘“boys,” both Ama-Swazis, and
good hands at picking up “spoor,” led the van.
The bottom of the *“donga” was about fifteen
feet below the level of the plain, and about
forty yards wide where we entered it. In
parts, where the scour had been great, the
walls were perpendicular and bare; but generally
they were broken up by smaller ‘“dongas,”
opening to the right and left into the plain.
The two Kaffirs, after a moment or two
of hesitation, turned their backs upon the
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We approached cautiously, for there still
might be life in the creature; but he was
really dead, and we dragged the carcase off
Piet, who was lying underneath. The boy
was living, but terribly wounded.

We saw at once that there was no hope.
Piet tried to smile as I bent over him, but
succeeded but feebly.

“T tell you some person go die this day,”
he said. “All same that hare, liar hare.
He run against the baas, not ’gainst me.
Baas proper man for die. Gimme drop o
drink.”

And with these words on his lips he died.



IV.
AN IDYL OF GONG-GONG.

OF all the mining camps which sprang up upon
the quiet banks of the Vaal River, during the
great rush in the first year of the discovery
of diamonds in South Africa, that of Gong-
gong was undoubtedly the most picturesque.
It owed its existence to a sudden bend of the
river, which, cutting into the abrypt red heights
of Cawood’s Hope on the opposite side, left,
stretched along under the low hills of the
northern bank, a broad and level spit of river
detritus. So favourable a spot as this spit was
not likely to escape the observation of the
hundreds of “prospecting” parties who were
scattered up and down the river; a few trial
holes were dug, and the yield of diamonds
being good, work was commenced in earnest,
diggers flocked in, and the camp was estab-
lished.
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Gong-gong, however, never attained any
great pre-eminence as a camp, and though
some two hundred claims were opened, they
were soon abandoned for the superior attrac-
" tions of Cawood’s Hope and Seven Hells.
Shortly after this the opening of the dry
diggings at Du Toit’s Pan and the New Rush
ruined all the camps on the river, Gong-gong
amongst the rest; and in December, 1871,
only a score of tents stood dotted about among
the clumps of acacia, which still fringed the
confusion of the yawning pits and unshapely
heaps of stones of the disused claims. The
few diggers who remained were either sceptical
persons who declined to believe in the lasting
prosperity of the dry diggings, enthusiasts who
were firmly persuaded that Gong-gong would
be the camp of the future, or indolent men
who liked the locality and were too lazy to
move. '

And indeed the scenery was sufficiently
pretty to count for something. The broad
and swift river swept onward between its red
banks with many a graceful curve, and mur-
mured and babbled over the pebbly shallows
which were said to have given birth to the
native name of Gong-gong, or ¢laughing
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grateful relief, after having tramped the nine
miles of monotonous and dreary road from
Klipdrift—nine miles of bare plain, backed by
bare, flat-topped hills, and with nothing but
an occasional stunted camel-thorn, stretching
out its gaunt limbs like a weird sign-post, to
break the sameness of the view.

After the dusty and fever-stricken camps
on the De Beer plain had drawn away nine-
tenths of the diggers from the river, Gong-
gong became the Sleepy Hollow of the
Diamond Fields, where men dreamed out a
lazy existence, forgotten by the noisy, neigh-
bouring world, and utterly careless as to its
doings. The inhabitants of Klipdrift and
Pniel might be exasperated almost past en-
durance by the sarcasms of the noisy, swag-
gering, and booted men who came down in
crowds from the New Rush for change of
air and ablutionary purposes; but Gong-gong
was too much out of the way to be visited
by any of these gentry, and was like some
decaved and quiet old country town, cast into
the shade and despised by its precocious
manuiacturing neighbour.

Tze =ty odd diggers who. towards the

cise of the vear 1871, formed five-sixths of
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the white population of Gong-gong, were one
afternoon much excited by a startling rumour
which spread through the camp. According
to this rumour no less a strange animal than
a woman had unexpectedly descended from
an ox-waggon which had, a few minutes earlier
in the day, arrived at the canteen which was
managed by the enterprising Nathaniel Cobb.
For months woman had been an unknown
creature in the camp, and the excitement,
consequently, ran high.

In the early days of the diggings, a few
ladies, predatory in habit, animal in instinct,
uncleanly in person, and scanty in attire,
had honoured the camp with their presence.
These ladies had been representatives of the
‘““noble savage,” as exemplified in the Koranna
tribe of Hottentots, and their knowledge of
the English language had been confined to a
number of expressions which were, in the
strictest sense of the word, unparliamentary.
On the decadence of Gong-gong they had
shifted the scene of their depredations to other
camps, where men and money were more
abundant.

The rumour, however, which was now
agitating the camp, said that the new-comer
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was not as the former representatives of her
sex had been. It was even believed that she
looked respectable; and when James Mark-
well, who had been passing by Cobb’s canteen
when she alighted from the waggon, and who
had with praiseworthy zeal at once proceeded
to the claims to tell the news, asserted that she
wore boots and stockings, her claims to that
high honour were accepted without question.

“Yaller leather boots, and white stockings
with red stripes, as I'm a living man,” reiterated
Markwell, to the knot of bearded and dusty
men who were leaning upon pickaxes and
spades in careless attitudes around him ; “yaller
leather boots and white stockings with red
stripes.”

The speaker was a tall and thin man,
attired in moleskin trousers, long boots, and
a red-flannel shirt, the sleeves of which latter,
rolled back nearly to the shoulder, exposed
two long and lean, but sinewy arms, with an
abnormal development of joint at the elbow;
while the unnatural contiguity of his knees,
when his feet were unduly separated, told .
of a similar disproportion of knee-joint. His
face was indicative of a curious mixture of
simplicity and thoughtfulness. The prominent
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“It’s just like Markwell,” said Stokes, with
a shrug, ““to come taking us all from our work
to tell us that a nigger woman has turned

up.

‘“ But she ain’t nigger, Stokes,” hurriedly
explained the aggrieved Markwell ; ““she’s very
nigh white, and what colour there is I take to
be Malay.”

“Well, anyhow, nigger or Malay, she can’t
be a relation of Cobb’s.”

“No. Who can she be?”

As there appeared to be no prospect of this
enigma being immediately solved, the men one
by one slouched away, for it was near sunset,
and the day’s work was done; while Markwell
went up the narrow path through the fringe of
acacia scrub, which still threw a veil over the
rude nakedness of the earth, where it had
been scored, and pitted, and heaped up with
stones and “stuff” in the. palmier days of the
camp. '

About half-way up the gentle ascent, Mark-
well stopped at a canteen which stood on the
right-hand side of the devious path. This
canteen was presided over by a gentleman
named Randall, and was known to the diggers

“Randall's Bar.” Randall and Cobb were
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the only two canteen-keepers in the camp,
and, in order to support the old aphorism that
two of a trade never agree, they were rivals
and bitter enemies.

The fact was that, thirsty as were the
inhabitants of Gong-gong as a rule, they were
insufficient in number to guarantee those profits
which canteen-keepers expected in those days
at the diamond fields. Fifty regular patrons,
with incidental Kaffirs, Hottentots, and way-
farers thrown in, would be a very good basis
for one canteen; but, when divided between
two, they sufficed for neither. Each proprietor,
therefore, grumbled and talked of soon going
away, while each really intended staying where
he was, hoping that the other would move off
and leave him a clear field.

As a consequence of there being two
canteens with rival proprietors, Gong-gong
society was divided into two sets, and each
bar was haunted by its own particular sup-
porters. No ill-feeling, however, existed
between these two parties beyond the per-
sonal hatred of the two principals for each
other; for men are, in this respect, unlike
women, and they neither become violent

partisans about matters which do not concern
F 2



This exhausting kind of exercise, and a
pretty regular attendance at Randall’s, had
occupied all his time, and it was evident that
he was in no hurry to begin his work; though
when Stokes, who prided himself on the posses-
sion of a vein of caustic satire, remarked that
he was not at all likely to make himself ill
through over-fatigue, he grew quite indignant,
and declared that any idiot, who knew any-
thing about art, knew that it was most neces-






common impulse, entered the tent and walked
towards the liquor - stained boards, set on
trestles, which formed the bar.

The proprietor, clad in an exceedingly dirty
shirt, appeared ruffled in demeanour; and, as
they entered, was anathematising an exaspe-
rating tumbler, which had maliciously bumped
against his elbow, and then destroyed itself
by leaping on to the stony ground. His
annoyance was not diminished by the first
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remark made by Italy, after the business
preliminaries which had brought him and
Markwell to the bar had been satisfactorily
settled.

“So Cobb’s got a young Malay girl come
up to his place. She’s to help at the bar, he
tells me.”

“So I hear,” replied Randall curtly ; while
Markwell at once understood that the enigma
which had a short time before defied solution
was now successfully solved.

“Is she worth looking at?” continued the
artist.

“Worth looking at?” exclaimed Mark-
well.  “Wouldn’'t any gal be worth looking
at, when you haven’t seen one for six
months ?”

Randall grinned sarcastically.

“Some men,” he remarked, apparently .to
a cask of Cape Smoke which stood beside
him, “are such fools, that directly they see
a petticoat they’re bound to run after it; even
when they’ve had enough to make them know
better. Some men don’t seem to profit nothing
by experience.”

Markwell was silent, crushed by this facer,
for it was generally known at Gong-gong that



‘“ Anyhow,” continued Italy, steadfastly
pursuing the original subject, “it’s a deep
move of Cobb’s to bring up a barmaid to
a one-horse place like this. It’s public-spirited,
sir. I esteem him for it, sir.” And with this
parting shaft, he turned and left the tent.

The sun was now down beyond the hills;
the gold in the picture had reddened to
crimson, and the crimson deepened to purple.
Then the purple darkened, the light died out
of the stream, the trees assumed a sombre
aspect, the shadows deepened and deepened,
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“You don’t mean to say youre all going
to chuck old man Randall over, at this time
o' day—after all this time?”

“Oh, no, we'll come back, you bet. We're
just going to Cobb’s out of curiosity, like.
Sollong, old man.” And the crunching of
their boots upon the pebbly path was heard
passing the canteen, and dying away on
the hill -side, along the road to the rival
establishment.

Stokes entered the tent with a troubled
expression of countenance.

“I'm afraid, old man,” he said, “ that this
is going to be a bad business for you. None
o’ them chaps ’ll come back. They’re ashamed
to say they ain’t coming back ; but you'll find
they won’t be ashamed to stay away.”

Another eruption of profanity from the
canteen-keeper was the only reply.

“Cussin’ is all very well, in its way,”
continued Stokes meditatively.  It’s a power-
ful relief to the mind; but I don't know
that it ever helped a man out of a hole, by
itself.”

“P’raps not,” retorted the outraged Randall;
“but as you allow it's a relief, p'raps you'll
-2rmit me to enjoy it.”
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And he again exploded in a fiery shower of
strong language.

“But what are you going to do? That'’s
the point now.”

“ Dunno—I'm sure.”

“ Lower the price of your drinks—undersell
Cobb,” suggested Markwell.

“Oh, thank you very much. Cer'nly—
that’s the plan, of course. Stand free drinks
to all you idle loafers in camp. Oh, yes—
cer'nly,” replied Randall with withering sar-
casm,

“Bring up a gal, then, on your own ac-
count,” continued the unabashed Markwell.

“Yes, that's your plan,” put in Stokes.
“A  white one ’ll settle Cobb’s business
easily.”

A sudden inspiration seemed to strike the
proprietor. He thumped the crazy counter
with his fist, till the bottles and glasses jumped
and jingled, and ejaculated :

“That's it. I'll send off to-morrow, home
to Hopetown, for my sister.”

“Your sister?” said Stokes, apparently
surprised. “ Why, I thought ?

His speech was suddenly cut short by a
hideous grimace, which, simultaneously with a
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“Curse your fooling,” he exclaimed, “throw-
ing stones like that. Are you drunk already ?”
“She’s come,” replied Stokes, overlooking
the imputation thus thrown upon his character.

“Who's come ?”

‘“ Maria’s come.”

“No!” exclaimed Markwell incredulously.
¢ Randall’s sister’s come ?”

“That’s so, old man. I saw her just now
getting out of the waggon up at his place. I
think that Randall would take it friendly like
if you'd just go up and offer to help him. I'd
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of the fair arrival. He entered and approached
the counter, intending to knock, cough, or
attract Randall’s attention by some noise, when
he heard voices behind the canvas screen which
divided the bar from the rear half of the tent.
Randall was speaking.

“Now take care you do it all right, and
don’t go putting your foot in it.”

“All right, guv’'nor. Don’t you excite your-
self. T'm all here—I'm Maria,” replied a voice
that was unknown to Markwell ; but which, he
concluded, could only be that of the canteen-
keeper’s sister.

A suppressed chuckle followed this speech,
and the two persons continued conversing ;
while Markwell, either not liking to play the
eavesdropper, or finding himself unable to hear
what they were saying—for they were now
speaking in lower tones—moved away and
stood outside the tent, regarding the stout
oxen before him with a critical eye. Presently
he heard a slight noise behind him, and, turn-
ing round, he saw Randall approaching from
behind the screen. The latter nodded to
Markwell.

“ Maria’s come,” he said.

“Yes, I thought so, from this caravan
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outside,” replied Markwell. “And [ just
looked in to see if I could help you in
anything.” A

The proprietor scratched his chin thought-
fully for a moment.

“Well, there ain’t anything you can do,
thankey. Maria’s a bit tired with her journey ;
you'll see her this evening.”

So.saying, he once more disappeared be-
hind the screen, and Markwell returned to his
claim.

Markwell was somewhat later than usual
in going to Randall’s Bar that night. After
taking his customary plunge in the river, he
had, from some motive which he could not
perhaps have explained even to himself, and
although it was not Sunday, put on his other
shirt, which he had washed out a day or two
before. It was of a rich purple hue, and
rejoiced in a luxuriant crop of pockets burst-
ing out all over its front. As he neared the
canteen, the confused murmur of voices, and
the steady and continued popping of corks,
informed him that his friend’s stratagem had
so far succeeded, and that a large proportion
of the inhabitants of Gong-gong had been
won from the lures of the black-eyed Malay
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girl by the superior attractiveness of Miss
Randall.

He could not help smiling as he thought of
the now deserted condition of the opposition
bar - keeper, and congratulated himself upon
always having remained one of Randall’'s most
staunch supporters ; feeling certain that his
sister would make some distinction between
her brother’s old friends and those of a more
recent standing.

The canteen was so crowded when he
entered, that it was only with some little
difficulty that he succeeded in making his way
towards the counter; but a pair of saucy black
eyes, smiling archly at him from behind that
obstruction, encouraged him to overcome every
obstacle. The saucy eyes were in truth the
only good points to be discerned in the coun-
tenance of the fair Maria, who, attired in a
light cotton dress, was assisting her brother
in dispensing drinks. Her complexion was
of a red-brown tint, and her skin was not as
smooth as it might have been, but this was
doubtless due to habitual exposure to sun and
air; her mouth, which was rather large, was
only redeemed from actual ugliness by the
superb white teeth which it enshrined; while
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upon the state of the weather, which were so
smilingly received by the lady, that he was
encouraged to continue the conversation; and
the fair Maria exhibited such an entire absence
of mannerism and affectation, and seemed so
much above the ordinary prejudices and little
weaknesses of her sex, that when Markwell
said “ good night,” and strode to his tent along
the dark and silent path, he thought that she
was really one of the nicest young women that
it had ever been his fortune to meet.

Before a week had passed, Markwell’s
attentions to Miss Randall had become so
marked, and his attendance at the canteen of
which she was the Hebe was so constant, even
at hours during which a popular prejudice had
decreed that none but “loafers” could be
absent from their claims, that men winked at
each other expressively whenever he passed
near them, and referred to him with amused
grins as “ the bridegroom ” ; while some of the
more venturesome among these humorists
even went so far as to ask him not to forget
them when the wedding came off These
sallies, however, were not received by Markwell
with his usual careless indifference. On one or
two occasions, he even showed his want of
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“ He wasted a fine four-carat stone on her
the other mornin’,” added another. “ He
was givin’ it to her just as I went into the
bar.”

Certainly, Markwell had nothing to com-
plain of on the score of coyness in his mistress.
Twice she had condescended to go down to the
river-side and watch him at work at the sorting
table, jumping over the rocks and little pools
of water that lay in her way, with an innocent
abandon which a more hypercritical society
would perhaps have stigmatised as indecorous.
It was with a childish delight that she watched
her admirer remove tray after tray of glistening
river agates from the cradle; and when she
rocked that useful machine for a few moments
with her foot, the onlookers at once discovered
that the action was but a new development.of
the maternal instinct.

“ She appears to be getting her hand in
for the heavy business of marriage,” said Italy.
“It's the same kind of natural instinct - that
makes little girls nurse dolls.”

Although all these marks of preference
were thus lavished upon him, Markwell was
not quite easy in his mind. Upon two oc-
casions he had, on entering the canteen, dis-






that Nature had implanted in him, he had
borrowed from Italy, some days previously, a
book which the artist had assured him was
“brimful of love and sickly nonsense,” in-
tending, if possible, to turn some of the most
flattering speeches to his own account. The
book was a novel which had been in fashion at
the commencement of the present century, at
which period, according to the author, people
still conversed upon stilts, What he had
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chanced to meet, they addressed each other in
stilted phrases and with strange oaths, and
finally endeavoured to introduce several feet of
cold steel to each other. He pondered long
over this, wondering if it would be practicable
for him to remove Stokes from the scene of
action in this manner. He was obliged to
decide that it was impossible. In the first
place, he had no sword, and he doubted whether
a revolver or sheath-knife could be used with
propriety in such cases. In the second place,
he remembered that in these degenerate days,
should he chance to be the victor in the combat,
an unpoetical judge and a matter-of-fact hang-
man would probably demand his attention to
matters totally foreign to the original subject.
While still thinking this over, the remnant of
his candle disappeared with a hissing noise and
much smoke into the interior of the bottle
which did duty as candlestick; and he fell
asleep to dream that an enormous eel, with
the head and shoulders of Mr. Stokes, kept
waltzing gracefully before him on its tail, while
he made frantic but ineffectual efforts to slay it
with a jewel-hilted rapier.

He was awakened by some hard substance
coming forcibly in contact with his ribs, and,
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troubled my head about them ; and now to go
such a reg'lar mucker over a bit of a gal
like that, and to be told fair and square to
clear out.”

“Who's told you to clear out?”

“Maria.”

A few moments of dead silence followed
this disclosure, during which Stokes gazed
sorrowfully down at his boots.

“1 loved that gal, Jimmy,” he said
presently. “So help me, I loved that gal
better than I ever thought to have cared for
anything in a petticoat. You and me was old
friends,” he continued, stretching out his hand
and resting it on his companion’s shoulder;
“yet, all along o’ that gal, we've been getting
cool and nearly quarrelling. But I didn’t care
a bit for that—friends, fun, licker—all was as
nothin’ to me compared with that gal.”

Markwell took his friend’s hand and wrung
it silently.

“’Twas only last night,” went on the dis-
consolate Stokes, “I said to myself I'll play
the plucky game, and I went up there private
like, and straight out asked her to marry me.
.« . . She said ‘No,” she couldn’t. I felt just
mad, and I asked her, *Why not?’ Says she,
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“I'm sorry for you, old chap! Let's go and
licker.”

On their way to the canteen, Markwell
confided to Stokes his suspicions of the
previous night.

“You must have just reached there as I
was proposin’,” said the latter. I asked her if
I might just step behind for a minute.”

Relieved by this simple explanation, Mark-
well went on to tell him how his worst fears
had been seemingly confirmed by the authority
of the novel. His companion treated with
ridicule its dogma as to the manner in which
young ladies usually behaved to secretly-
favoured lovers.

“It’s a set of lies,” he said contemptuously.
¢ Chuck the dratted thing away.”

The two men entered Randall’s tent arm-in-
arm. The fair Maria received them with a
certain amount of uneasiness. Markwell thought
that her red-brown cheek was suffused with a
deeper tint, when she perceived in whose
company he was; and from this he surmised
that she had, with the intuitive perception of
her sex, already guessed that Stokes had
violated her confidence.

Each man swallowed his drink in solemn






as with trembling hand he nervously tried to
fix the lid upon his tin box and restore that to
his pocket. ‘“ Anyhow, I'll wait here till T get
an answer.”

In a few seconds Randall appeared from
behind the partition. He looked curiously at
Markwell.

“What's this you've been saying to Maria?”
he inquired.

‘“ Nothing that I need be ashamed of, or
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that you need get riled about. [I've asked
Maria to be my wife.”

Randall appeared annoyed.

“You've made a pretty mess of it, you
have,” he said.

“How?”

“ Maria ain’t my sister at all.”

“ Not your sister? What is she, then?
Your wife, I s’pose, or at all events she ought
to be. But of all the mean plants, to go
passing her off as your sister ! It’s playing
it pretty low down on this camp, and on me
particularly.”

“Go slow, go slow,” interrupted Randall;
“there’s no such hurry. She ain’t my wife nor
sweetheart either.”

“ Then what in thunder is she ?”

“Just this—she’s my young brother. You
see how it was,” he went on hastily. * There
was that fellow Cobb drawing every idle fool
up to his place with his Malay gal. You may
remember you advised me to bring up a white
one. Well, I hadn’t any sisters. I didn’t know
whom to get; so I got my young brother to
come up from Hopetown, dressed as a gal
And he came, and he’s Maria. That’s all.’

«QOh, that’s all, is it ?”
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“Yes, that's all. And now Cobb’s gone.
He went off last night, clean broke, so we're
not going to keep the game up any longer;
but nobody knows about this mistake of yours
except us three, and you may depend it shan’t
go no further. You've always stuck to me,
and now I'll stick to you. All the other chaps
were taken in just the same as you, except
Stokes. He knew all about it, of course.”

“Oh! he knew, did he? Hang him,” said
Markwell, nervously turning to the door.

“Yes. He knew. He's a Hopetown man,
same as myself.”

“And it won’t go any further, you think ?
Just look over there and youlll see.”

And Markwell pointed out of the tent door
to a group of diggers standing away down on
the river-bank. In the midst of them, Stokes
was distinctly visible; and to judge from the
shouts of laughter and the convulsive move-
ments of the men surrounding him, he was
apparently making some amusing communica-
tion to them.

“ There he is, curse him,” said the unfor-
tunate digger savagely. ‘“He put me up to
the whole thing this very morning, and now
he’s fooling me to the whole camp.”
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a buck, he suddenly disturbed a number of
vultures, who were engaged in their usual
loathsome task. Naturally imagining the prey
to be the carcase of an ox or a mule, he was
about to turn aside when a long digger’s boot
caught his eye, and he saw the half-devoured
remains of a man, lying stretched on his back.
The torn fingers were still grasping a revolver,
and the unhappy man had died by his own
hand. It was Markwell.
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the waggon, a smooth-faced youth with fair hair
and light blue eyes; and who, having neglected
to study when at the establishment of the ex-
pensive “ Army crammer ” in which his parents
had placed him, had failed to qualify for the
honour of wearing Her Majesty’s uniform. “1I
don’t mind the jolting, the bruises, and the
hard seats; but, by Jove, I can’t stand this
continual state of filth. I feel so beastly
dirty.” And he looked despondently at the
rich coating of red dust which covered his
hands and arms.

They had crossed several so-called rivers in
their route, but they had all been dry; and the
mirage in the Karroo, which had displayed
before them at dawn a tantalising vision of a
broad sheet of placid -water, fringed with
dwarfed willows, had only made them suffer
the more by its cruel deception. They con-
sequently eagerly looked forward to the Salt
River, which, the guard assured them, would
have at least some pools of water in its channel ;
for did it not drain the rugged basaltic hills of
Bulbhouders Bank (as the eastern spur of the
Nieuwveld Mountains was called), whose sterile

. steeps were too flinty to absorb the dew or rain

which might fall upon them, and all of which












L) SIWTH AFRSSUAN SEETCHES

the haltbamed roews of ©e wees which sparsely
fringd the sumniss of tie banks marked the
heighs to walien e list Jood Bad risen

A groun of disuppoiatment broke from “ the
bovs " at the appearanze of the dry bed; but
plucking up hope, they commenced searching
among  the rocks up aad down stream for
water.  One of them, who kad apparendy read
books of Travel and Adventure much more
studiowsly than he bad the subjects for his ex-
amination tor the Indian Woods and Forests,
proposed o dig in the shingly bed tll he
sttuch water; but the proposition met with
hule support, and as there was no spade at
hawd, it was bhardly practicable.  We walked
altogether about half-a-mile up the bed, and
then, as the channel seemed to become drier
aml dier with every vard, I went back to
the tum tor supper. 1 advised *the boys™
to tollow my example: but they were too
¢ithusiastic to think about eating, and con-
tinuesd their search amongst the loose stones
anel occasional rocks.

About an hour later, as the drivers were
inspanning the mules, and we were getting
ready to start, “the boys” returned, thirstier,
" tier, and more tired than when they had

— P~
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The man with the beard looked up at us,
nodded, and, shaking the accumulated drops of
water from the brim of his felt hat, came to
join us.

“Are you goin’ to try to cross?” he
asked.

“I think so,” replied my friend. ¢ What
do you say ?”

“Well, I don’t know this river, so I can’t
tell what depth of water there may be. P'raps
one of you might be able to say ?”

I said that I thought I could estimate the
depth. I said that I had noticed, when I was
there before, that the banks were about seven
feet high, that at present there appeared to be
about five feet from the top of the bank to the
surface of the water, and that consequently the
latter could only be about two feet deep. I
added that the bed was fairly level where the
road crossed it, and that the stream would not
be deeper in the middle than at the sides.

“ Well,” continued the man with the beard,
“I shall be main glad if I can get across to-
night, and outspan at Debenish’s, for I ’spect
my wife in thar’ to be confined every minute.”
And he jerked back with his thumb, over his
shoulder, in the direction of the waggon.

We turned and looked round, and saw a






this. Why, she’s been a-sittin’ like that for a
matter of more’n two hours, takin’ no notice of
the rain nor nothin’. But are you a-goin’ to
cross?”

“Yes.”

“All right. If you can cross in your light
cart, I guess I can cross in my waggon. If
the stream don’t carry you away, I guess I can
stand it.”

“Just so. You'd better see how we get
through first. We'll wait for you on the other
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turned to look at the passage of the waggon.
The oxen were started with a few cracks of
the whip, and the “fore-louper” led them
down to the water’s edge. A little delay then
occurred, for the cattle were frightened at the
stream, but a few well-administered cuts drove
them on, the man with the beard clambered on
to the seat beside his wife, and the heavy
vehicle rolled slowly across the river, the
“ fore-louper” leading, with the water splashing
round his knees.

They had reached the middle of the stream,
when a loud cry from the boy startled me.
Looking up the river, I saw, sweeping round
the bend about five hundred yards above the
ford, a mass of brown water, rushing onward
like a wall. I felt a sickening sensation of
horror. Would they get through before it
struck them ? The man howled, yelled, and
shriecked at the oxen, and made his whip
whistle over their heads again and again.
They broke into a trot: they would be saved.
No—the “fore-louper” let go of the leaders,
and ran like mad for the bank ; the man with
the beard threw himself out of the waggon, and
tried to make for the same haven of safety ; in
another second the waggon would be over-

:d.
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is pointing at her husband. See, that is his
head away down there; nhow the bend hides
him from view; he is swimming with the
stream. She wants us to go after him; but
he will no doubt be safe enough unless he
gets staked on a submerged branch ; anyhow
he thought of himself first, and now we will
think of her.

How dark it is getting! Through the sheets
of falling rain I can only just distinguish the
white waggon-tilt and the still whiter gleam
of that pale, despairing face. Can we do
nothing to help? No: no man could stem
that current even for a moment.

What is that gray object above there,
coming down the river? Great Heavens! it
is a huge dead tree, and that is a splintered
and bleached limb that we see projecting from
the water. If it strikes the waggon the woman
is lost indeed. How fast it comes down! I
think it will pass by on this side. No, it
will graze the wheels and glance off—no, an
eddy has caught it; now it swirls round; it
has struck. The waggon heels over, slowly,
slowly, and then seems to be sucked down
by the turgid flood. The child is gone. Look!
That is its arm gleaming white amongst the







VI
SNAKES.

“ THAT story ain’t bad,” said the one-eyed
man, joining unasked in our conversation,
“but I could tell you one worth two of that
about another kind of snake.”

We were at the bar of the “ Blue Posts,”
New Rush, Diamond Fields, taking some light
alcoholic refreshment before retiring to our tent
to turn in for the night, and I had just been
narrating to my partner, D , an adventure
which I had had with a puff-adder at Camps
Bay. As the adventure itself had not been
remarkable for exciting passages of thrilling
interest, I had largely drawn upon my imagina-
tion to supply these deficiencies ; and I flattered
myself that I had described a situation so full

‘sunding and unexpected incidents, and
y verging upon the impossible, as to







120 SOUTH AFRICAN SKETCHES.

no doubt you've heard of, if you haven't seen.
Well, about the end of October, a matter of
two years ago, I had to go up to Maritzburg
to see about a new dissel-boom for my waggon.
I rode up; I had a very good horse, foaled
by one of those mares that Joe Gage had
down at Pinetown—mares that every one in’
Natal knows of, I should think.

“I don’t know if you’re acquainted with
the road between Camperdown and Maritz-
burg, but I had just crossed the First Spruit,
and was trotting easy along, when my horse
shied, nearly chucking me; and on looking
to see what was up, I saw a black mamba
sliding down the hill-slope on my right. Now,
the black mamba is about as nasty a snake
as you'll find in Natal, and we can show as
pretty a collection of those reptiles as you’ll
get in any country. He ain’t like other
snakes, what won’t trouble you unless you
trouble them, by treading on them or frighten-
ing them somehow ; but he'll go for you, just
out of pure wickedness, if you so much as
happen to cross the road in front of him. I,
of course, knew all about them; but this one
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“The first two or three strides carried me
well away from him, and I was just waving
my hand to him so as to say, ‘So ’long, old
man, sorry I can’t stop,” you know, when,
may I never speak again, if I didn’t see that
mamba curl his tail up in the air over his
head, then twist his neck back, take a grip
of his tail with his back teeth, and come
trundling on in the road after me, for all
the world just like a child’s hoop.

“You can say, without error, that I was
startled, in fact considerably so, and I cantered
out, still keeping my eye well on the mamba
He went along quite easy, running smoothly
like, and it appeared as if he was enjoying
the fun and didn’t want to hurry himself: only,
when any sharp stone, or bit of thorn in the
road seemed to annoy him, he would make a
spurt and come on a bit nearer.

“I got round the mountain, and was in
the straight bit to Maritzburg, the mamba
follering all the way at about the same
distance, when I thought that the game was
getting played out, and that I might just as
well gallop away from him. Accordingly, I
went on full pelt for about a mile, and then
slowed down to give the horse a breather,
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street I went like a streak of light, and the
mamba, having had enough sport, no doubt,
was now gaining on me every moment, and
evidently meaning mischief. I was just passing
the Crown Hotel, which, as p'raps you know,
stands back a bit from the road, when a
chap, amongst a crowd of others who were
watching me from the upstairs windows, yelled
out, ‘Turn a corner sharp, you blamed fool.
It's your only chance.’

“Friends! those words were like an inspira-
tion. I just managed to wrench the horse’s
head round, and to turn down a cross street,
and the mamba, seeing he would lose me,
straightened himself out, made a leap, and
fell short; just bit a few hairs out of the
nag’s tail, nothing more. I didn't stop till
I'd gone a good half-mile; and then, seeing
no more of the snake, I turned back. Gosh!
it makes me hot to think of it now.”

We remained silent at the conclusion of
this strange story, and the one-eyed digger
looked round at us while mopping his fore-
head, for he had grown warm with the recital.
The awkward silence was broken by the dipso-
maniac, Raising his head from the liquor-
tasprinkled and dirty boards which did duty
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been guilty of unmitigated mendacity ? No,
certainly not. Besides, had not the proverb
or some deceased fogey said, ‘ Magna est
veritas et pravalebit”? Very well, then; let
“veritas” manage its own business, and pre-
vail. It was nothing to do with us. So we
all agreed as we left the ‘Blue Posts,” and
went along the dusty road round the base of
the “kopje” to our tents.



VII.
JIM STONE.

Part 1.

“ DD you ever hear tell of young Newton ?
Had a claim down Du Toit’s Pan way—
About him and that regular cute 'un,
Jim Stone, who came up from the Bay,*
And was up to all kinds of falutin’,
From cock-fightin’ to out-and-out play.

“ It was early days then at the diggin’s,
And the Rush was De Beer’s, No. 2;t
There was none of this wire tram and riggin’s,
For the Kopje, 1 you see, was just new.
I was partner along with old Higgins,
And a Melbourne gold-digger called Hugh.

* Algoa Bay is commonly spoken of as #%¢ Bay.

t+ Two diggings were opened on the De Beer estate,
close together. The second was called the New Rush, or
the Colesberg Kopje.

1 Kopje—a low hill.
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“ There was never a rattle-trap shanty,
All the plain was a city of tents,
And you had, sir, to lock your portmanty
If you wished to preserve the contents.
Were there women? Yes, dressed very
scanty— '
Korannas—one white one at Dent’s.

“ Well, the year must have been, I am thinkin’,
"Bout the finish of seventy-one.
Bishop’s Bar was the top shop for drinkin’,
There the licker was flyin’ like fun.
Ah! that fellow made money like winkin’,
While we sweated out in the sun.,

“ Well, he’'d got, sir, his canvas all painted,
For the tent, you must know, was a frame,
Painted over with women not sainted,
And all playin’ a queer sort of game ;
Though I'd bet any gal would have fainted
If you'd asked her to practise that same.

“ For you never saw women look bolder,
With their petticoats up to the knee,
Puffed right out; nothin’ over the shoulder,
And their legs kickin’ awfully free ;
Such blue eyes, and their hair shinin’ golder -
Than that nugget you promised to me.
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‘“ We'd been bothered with underhand priggin’ ;
Ev’ry chap had lost things from his tent,
When away at the Kopje a-diggin’,
And we couldn’t make out where they went.
So we went on a-talkin’ and swiggin’,
Plannin’ dodges to collar the gent.

“ Had the thief done his business more plucky,
Met you out of the camp, on the flat,
Knocked you down, jumped® your swag, cut
his lucky,
Why we shouldn’t have minded—that’s
pat—
" But this sneakin’ about was so mucky,
That by Jingo we couldn’t stand that.

“What! Police? There were none in the
camp, sir—
Just a magistrate up at the Drift.t
If we caught any chap on the ramp, sir,
Then we dropped on him heavy and swift :
Put a reim} round the neck of the scamp, sir,
And we all lent a hand for the lift.

* In digger parlance, to “jump” meant to “steal.”

+ Klipdrift.

1 A 7eim s a strip of raw ox-hide, usually used in lieu of
a rope in South Africa.
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“¢Ah!’ said Joseph, ‘I see that you know it.
We've all seen it before times enough.’
¢ That’s not mine,’ says Jim Stone. ¢Oh! now
stow it ;
We're not goin’ to swallow that stuff.
This not yours? Where is yours? Can you
show it ?’
That was coming it down pretty rough.

“Then Stone’s eyes, they glared out of the
sockets,
And he stuck his hand into his breast,
And I thought we should really see
rockets.
I remember quite well he was dressed
In a shirt running over with pockets,
And long boots polished up to the best.

“Well, he jumped, sir, right over the table—
But, says Joseph: ¢ My friend, you forget.
I am sorry to say we’re not able
To dispense with your company yet.
That’s the man, boys—his face is a label—
The most mean cuss that I ever met.’
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And the yarns about diamonds were gay.
So the boy and a chum ran together,
And the other chap died on the way.

“ Bein’ green, and not up to such cunnin’,
Some old loafer of course took him in:
Sold a claim that he swore was right stunnin’,
That he’d only had time to begin—
Full of stones—though he thought there

weren’t one in—

And so collared the young fellow’s tin.
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‘¢ And he thought that the breeze was a-blowin’
All the smell of the flow’rs in the door ;
That the cows in the fields were a-lowin’,
That the cat was asleep on the floor ;
And he thought—but, old man, there’s no
knowin’
All the rest, but he thought a lot more.

“How I know what he thought of? Well,
Ritters,
P’raps you know I'm a soft sort of cuss,
And so children, and dogs, and such critters
Come to me when they've got in a
muss ;
(Yes, I'll have just a notion of bitters)
And he told me when I was his nuss.

“ Well, he thought of all what I've been sayin’,
And was cussin’ himself for a flat,
And for leavin’ his ship and a-strayin’,
"Fore he really knew what he was at.
And perhaps, too, the youngster was prayin’,
For I've heard that some young 'uns do
that.
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“¢It was me jumped your swag—don’t go
squealin'—
And I sold it right down at the Drift;
Didn’t get very much by the dealin’,
But I've brought you this here as a gift ;
For I've got, lad, a rum sort o’ feelin’,
That I owe you a kind of a lift.’

““ Then he dropped a pouch down on the ground,
sir,
And was gone ‘fore the youngster could
speak.
Well, how much do you think that he found,
sir,
In that pouch ? Sixty pounds to a squeak.
It was all of it stole, I'll be bound, sir,
For that Stone was an out-and-out sneak.

“ Worth the boart? Oh! that wasn’t worth
fifty,
Hardly forty—’twas nothing to brag.
It was strange that a fellow so shifty
As that Stone, should have stumped up the
swag.
Just a week after that, at the Drift, he
Was caught making off with a nag.
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“The young fellow next mornin’ was wusser,
So I doctored him up, and he told
Me this yarn, in no end of a fuss, sir ;
Didn’t know what to do with the gold.
But I'told him to stick to the purse, sir,
And he did—he was very near holed.

“ He went home to his family, later.
Yes, that’s all—it ain’t much of a tale,
But it shows that in every man’s nater
There’s some good, though he’s down in
the scale.
I say, boss, will you pass me that grater ?
I like nutmeg a lot in my tail.”*

* A Diamond Field abbreviation for cock-tail.



THE DRAMA AT D'URBAN.

AT the termination of the Zulu War in 1879, 1
went down from Pietermaritzburg to D’Urban,
to embark in the Currie steamer Zaymout/
Castle for England. I had about two days
to wait at D’'Urban before the sailing of the
vessel, and learning that there was a dramatic
company in the town whose performances were
reported to be highly entertaining, though not
at all in the sense intended by the eminent
tragedians who composed it, I went one evening
to look on.

The piece was Ham/let, and the performance
was held in a long, low, one-storied building
to the north of the town, near the railway
station, the name of which, that is if it has
any distinguishing name, I have now forgotten.
The orchestra consisted of a cornet and two
clarionets, lent by the band of the regiment
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The piece commenced. A gentleman in soiled
tights, who answered to the name of ’Oratio,
spoke a few mutilated lines, and behold, the
ghost stalked in solemnly. And such a ghost!
The tragedian who had undertaken this difficult
role was wrapped in a sheet, on his head was
an ordinary infantry foreign-service helmet,
round and over which hung in graceful folds
a green Derby veil. He stalked forward with
solemn strides, holding stiffly before him his
right hand, and in that right hand was clutched
a policeman’s truncheon.

This ridiculous make-believe of a ghost
was too much for the attractive lady and the
two young subalterns, and they laughed openly,
and a little loudly. Cries of “Silence”—*“ We
can’t hear”—* Too much noise” at once rose
from the ranks of the unsophisticated Natalians
behind, who were watching with eager eyes
and rapt attention the progress of the piece;
while 'Oratio, breaking off his dialogue, came
forward and said: “If you don’t be'ave your-
selves you'll be turned out.”

The giddy trio in front at once stifled
their laughter, and the play went on. They
nearly laughed when the cock-crow was
performed by a lank actor in the side-wings,
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you at hall events ought to keep quiet, so that
them as does appreciate can ’ear.”

“Hear! hear!” roared the audience.

Polonius continued : “ You have interrupted
the progression of this masterpiece of the tragic
muse already more than once to-night.” Then
he waved his hand towards the impatient
audience. “Turn 'em hout.”

In an instant some thirty burly Natalians
were climbing over the benches, and hurrying
towards the culprits. The lady appeared
frightened, while the two subalterns inflated
their chests, scowled upon their aggressors,
and prepared to hit out. But resistance was
futile. The lady was hurriedly run towards
the door, and the two subs. were borne aloft,
kicking, screaming, and cursing, to the same
egress. There they were gently let down
to the ground, for the crowd did not want to
hurt them, and left swearing.

As 1 was doubtful if I should be able
to restrain my laughter any longer, and as I
did not wish to be so summarily ejected, I
too left the room as soon as order was restored.
Outside I found the lady laughing, and taking
the whole thing as a joke ; but the two warriors
were exceedingly indignant, talking about the
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insult to the service, and blustering. They
expressed an intention of going to the camp
on the Flats, and getting some “fellows” to
come and wreck the infernal theatre, but I
tried to soothe them ; and when the lady asked
them to go home and take supper with her,
their belligerent intentions entirely evaporated.



THE PHANTOM WAGGON.

O~ the southern edge of the great Karroo,
between Patatas River and Zout Kloof, is
situated a bleak and desolate tract, commonly
known as the “Spoek,” or Haunted Country,
which is popularly believed to be the peculiar
resort of ghosts and demons, who certainly
have, in their selection of this locality, ex-
hibited a remarkable want of taste. The su-
pernatural visitors said to have been met with
in this district are various, but the apparition
most frequently seen is a spectral waggon,
which, with phantom mules or horses, and
phantom drivers, rushes furiously across the
“veldt” in the still hours in the morning just
preceding daybreak.

The tales concerning this Phantom Wag-
gon are numerous and varied; and on two
occasions I have met men who asserted, with
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“If you mean to call me a liar,” said
the Englishman, “ say so, and I'll know what
to do.”

We trembled at the prospect of a passage
of arms between these two antagonists at this
hour of the night. We were lazy, drowsy,
and, moreover, subdued by the surroundings
which I have described. We did not want
to be disturbed or shaken up by any pugilistic
encounter. Fortunately the peace was pre-
served by an interposition.

“I can tell you of something queer, that
you can’t explain away, and which I saw with
my own eyes,” interposed a man of about fifty
years of age, whose beard, of a red-brown hue,
was plentifully streaked with gray, and whom
from his attire, for he wore the usual felt hat
and moleskins of the colony, we supposed to
be an Africander. We knew him in the
waggon by the name of Lutterodt; but that
might, or might not, be his real name.

Being all desirous of peace, and glad of
this diversion, we eagerly pressed our man
to unfold his horrid tale. In the clamour of
voices, that of the bagman, if indeed he was
enunciating any retort to his adversary, was
drowned, and in the calm of a restored harmony
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‘It was just about here,” said Lutterodt im
a sepulchral voice, “that the Phantom Waggon
came on us.”

I looked at the bagman. He was very
pale. He tried to laugh; but the lips would
only form a sickly smile. The Englishman
and Lutterodt exchanged glances.

“Look here, gentlemen,” said the latter,
“one of us has got to challenge, or we are all
lost. Who will volunteer to do it?”

No answer.

“As you don’t believe in ghosts or my
story,” he continued, turning to the bagman,
“perhaps you will ?”

“No, I shan’t.”

The rattle and crash drew nearer and
nearer ; but the approaching waggon was still
at some distance, Our driver pulled up and
drew to one side. The Englishman and
Lutterodt again exchanged glances. Then the
latter, who was on the seat behind that on
which the bagman sat, suddenly rose and
pinned his arms from behind; while the
former, who was in front of him, leant back,
drew the revolver from his breast-pocket,
cocked it, and pointed it at his head.

¢ Challenge at once, you unbelieving Jew,™
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the more low-lying portions are found vleys,
bordered with tall swaying rushes, the home
of various water-fowl. Here and there, near
some of the larger vleys, or where the soil
seems capable of bearing a scanty crop of
mealies or sweet potatoes, a Dutch house,
or a hut, may be discovered ; each generally
with a row of gaunt and stunted fir-trees
standing beside it, all of which lean and point
in one direction, through the force of the
prevalent south-easterly gales. In the South
African spring-time, the Flats are covered with
acre upon acre of flowers of every conceivable
hue.  Hundreds of green and gold sugar-
birds (nectarinize) skim from blossom to
blossom, and the nests of the orange and
black Kaffir-finch droop over the vleys from
the ends of the branches of the overhanging
bushes. In the spring the Flats is the garden
of the world.

In that portion of the plain near Cape
Town, and lying in the sweep of the shore
forming Table Bay, is a lagoon called the
Salt River, separated from the sea by a
narrow strip of white beach, over which,
during high tides, the waters of the South
Atlantic pour into the lagoon. Close at hand
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After about an hour’s walking the man
crossed the old road to Hottentot’s Holland,
heavy with sand, and the forms of the fir-trees,
pointing their long bony fingers to the north-
west, loomed up suddenly. Passing through a
gap in a rude hedge of prickly-pear and sugar-
bush, he traversed a small patch of cultivated
ground, intersected by a deep and narrow vley,
and approached a hut which stood on a low
sand-hill, surrounded by a few bushes of acacia.
All was dark and silent. No welcome light
gleamed from the only window, the fractures in
the panes of which were roughly closed with
strips of paper or pieces of rag; and no smoke
ascending from the chimney of baked clay gave
any signs of life in the solitary dwelling.

As the man drew near to the hut, the
loud barking of a dog sounded from the
interior, which was changed to a whimper
and a scratching at the door as soon as the
animal recognised the footsteps; and, directly
the door was opened, a rough mongrel terrier
bounded forth. It leaped up to lick its owner’s
hand, but being saluted by a kick, at once
slunk behind his heels, and subsided. The
man entered the hut and closed the door. It
consisted of but one room, in which stood
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heard a woman'’s voice raised in song. The father
of Johannus owned and lived on a small property
about three miles to the west of Jackson’s hut,
called Sea-cow Farm, and so named because
on it was a vley full of the narrow but deep
holes caused by the wallowing of hippopotami,
or ‘“Sea-cows” in years long bygone.
Phlegmatic as are Dutchmen as a rule, the
shock of surprise was so great that young
Strydom nearly fell from his pony. Then,
with great presence of mind, he turned that
animal’s head towards the hut, boldly intending
to solve the mystery. Perhaps the fact that
he had passed the misanthropic Peter, engaged
with an antiquated fowling-piece in the chase
of some wild-fowl on a large vley some two
miles away, was not altogether lost sight of in
coming to this conclusion. He observed
various signs of improvement. A small white
curtain hung over the window, and the door-
step appeared to have been swept.

The young Dutchman rode up to the door.
At the sound of the horse’s hoofs, a young
woman, undeniably pretty, with smiling black
eyes, a coquettish nose, and a charming mouth,
appeared. Johannus doffed his large felt hat.

"“Oh! I came to see if Mr. Jackson was.
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throw his leg across his pony, when he thought
better of it.

“ Thank you very much, but I have some
things to buy at Rondebosch, and I must be
back to dinner. Perhaps I shall see you on
the way back. Good-bye.”

On his way back about noon, young
Strydom did so contrive that he should pass
by Jackson’s hut, though that was not the
nearest way to his own home. As he drew
near he saw the misanthrope, standing with
arms akimbo in the doorway, looking out.

“ Good morning,” he ventured. “Did you
have any sport?” The misanthrope turned
on his heel, entered the hut, and closed the
door, without vouchsafing a word in reply.
“D d Englishman,” murmured the young
Dutchman, as the colour rose to his sun-
burned cheek. ‘A nice time your wife will
have of it, I should think.”

Johannus’s report when he reached home
was received with incredulity. “Who would
marry such a baboon of a man?” inquired
the female members of the family. “It is
impossible.” Yet as, after all, it was perhaps
just possible that Johannus was not lying, and
he seemed very earnest in what he said, they
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middle of a disquisition concerning the in-
advisability of restricting a young woman
from all female society, into which, by a
reference to Bathsheba and the unfortunate
Uriah, she neatly dove-tailed the dangers
which beset an elderly husband, he turned
his back and walked out of the house.

All intercourse, however, with the new-
comer was not entirely cut off. ~On more
than one occasion, Johannus found that busi-
ness of some kind took him past the Jacksons’
dwelling, invariably, strange to say, on days
when the master of that establishment was
elsewhere; and on one occasion, when her
husband had gone into Cape Town for the
day, Mrs. Jackson suddenly appeared at Sea-
cow Farm. She was received hospitably, if
not cordially, for the growing intimacy between
herself and the Strydom son and heir had
not escaped the keen feminine perceptions of
the Strydom ladies ; but Mrs. Jackson did not
appear to notice any lack of cordiality. She
took off her straw hat directly she entered the
house, and laughed and chattered as amiably
as if they had known each other intimately for
years.

At midday Johannus came in from the
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of a suitable age for an elopement; but that
fund of shrewd common-sense, with which
most Dutchmen are endowed, saved him
from committing himself hastily. To fly to
other scenes, both congenial and festive. That
sounded very inviting; but where were these
scenes to be found, and how were they to
be reached? He was not in possession of
any income, and, indeed, never owned a
shilling of his own, except when he occasionally
contrived to extract one from his father. She,
on the other hand, said nothing about money,
and it was not probable, considering the cir-
cumstances under which she lived, that she
had any. How were they to reach these
much-to-be-desired scenes without money ?
Only by walking, apparently, and yet they
must be far off How, too, were they to
obtain eatables and drinkables without that
necessary, though possibly filthy, lucre? On
the whole, he was inclined to think that Mrs.
Jackson’s scheme was, if not impracticable,
at least ill-digested. There was no provision
for details. No doubt he would have been
exceedingly glad to respond to any amorous
advances which would not entail so formidable
and decisive a step as that now proposed.
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have become an awkward complication, and it
never occurred to him to disobey. his father’s
injunctions,

Two days later Mrs. Jackson contrived to
make her way a second time to Sea-cow Farm.
She received the intelligence of Johannus’s
departure without exhibiting any signs of
surprise, and, soon after, left to return to her
own habitation. Once out on the Flats, and
out of sight of the Strydom mansion, she
laid aside her composure, and indulged in a
little pantomime. She tore off her hat and
hurled it on the ground, clenching her little
fists. Then, observing that a straying ribbon
on the hat was dipping into a pool of water,
she hastily picked it up, wiped off the moisture,
and replaced it on her head. ¢ Coward, fool,
ass,” she ejaculated, “to run away. Call your-
self a man?” Then she smiled disdainfully,
and stopped to look at the reflection of her
face in the still water of the vley. “Am
I then so very ugly?” she asked, as she
coquettishly pushed back her hat, and arranged
her hair. The truthful fluid emphatically de-
clared the contrary. She laughed. Then she.
stamped. “ You have insulted me, young man.
Very well—I will be even with you—Dutch
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saddle. Then he put his arm round his
neighbour to secure him in his position, and
walked beside him. For some distance neither
spoke ; then, as they were nearing Jackson’s
house, old Strydom broke the silence.

“You were in some kind of fit, I think.
Have you had such a thing before? Does
your wife know, or will she be frightened ?”’

“I've got no wife.”

The answer came so despairingly and yet
so savagely, that the good old man recoiled.

“No wife,” he exclaimed, astonished. “Is
she then dead ?”

“Worse.”

He was about to inquire further when
Jackson grasped his shoulder, saying—* Wait.”
They were now by the hut. The door stood
wide open. They entered. Strydom struck a
match and lighted a tallow-candle which stood
on a shelf. Jackson staggered to a chair and
threw himself down.

““ Read that,” he said, pointing to a crumpled
piece of paper which lay upon the table.

The old farmer took it up, smoothed it on
his knee and perused it with care. It was from
Mrs. Jackson to her husband, and was short

and to the point. She briefly informed him
(o]
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that she had left him for ““more congenial and
more festive scenes,” a phrase of which she was
apparently cnamoured, and that he need not
trouble to come after her, as, even should he
succeed in finding her, nothing on earth would
induce her to return to the *dead-and-alive
hole” in which he had placed her.

“So—s0,” said the old Dutchman, as he
folded the note and replaced it on the table.

Jackson groaned. i

“But, my good friend,” continued the
farmer, “grieve not. No woman who could
thus write would be worth an honest man’s
thought.”

“So I try to say—so I try to say,” groaned
Jackson. ““Good riddance I try to call it
But I can’t—yet.”

“Do you know with whom she went, or
where ?”

“No, nothing, nothing—only that. O
God!” and throwing himself on the bed, he
writhed to and fro, grasping convulsively at the
coverlet with his fingers, and moaning.

Old Strydom regarded him pityingly.
“Come, come,” said he. “Do not give way
like that. You had best not stay here alone
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his head sorrowfully as he mounted and rode
off. “The man is demented,” he thought.

The Strydom ladies were not surprised at
the intelligence of Mrs. Jackson’s flight. It
was, they said, that which they had all along
expected to occur. The old man did not,
however, share with them a feeling of uneasiness
he had as to how far Johannus was involved in
the matter. He was oppressed with a horrible
dread that his son had corresponded with the
fair Mrs. Jackson from Zwart Fontein, and that
she had gone there to seek him. He, accord-
ingly, invented some business which required
him to go to his brother’s farm, and next
morning posted over there, where he was
exceedingly gratified to find his son quietly
engaged in his bucolic pursuits. Without
mentioning what had occurred, he returned,
much relieved, to Sea-cow Farm.

Next day he went over to see how his
neighbour was getting on. He appeared quite
restored to health, but there was a strange
restlessness and wildness about him. Strydom
made friendly offers of condolence and assistance.
They were received ungraciously and repel-
lingly. “P’raps you mean well, and p’raps you
don’t,” said Jackson. ¢ But, anyhow, I don’t
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which his illustrious ancestors had moved
This gentleman’s business had been to perform
various feats of strength with some large balls,
which might have been, as they were said to
be, of iron, or which might, on the other
hand, have been of wood. He had a roguish
eye, and a taking manner with ladies. It was
not known how Mrs. Jackson had become
acquainted with him. Anyhow, she was gone,
and as there was now no necessity for the
further expatriation of Johannus, that erring
prodigal, repentant and blushing, was reclaimed
from Zwart Fontein, and received once more
in the bosom of his family.

The elopement of his wife did not, of course,
tend to make Peter Jackson regard mankind
with greater affection than he had hitherto
bestowed upon them. Always eccentric and
of solitary habits, he now shunned the society
of his fellow-men more than ever; and at last
never left the neighbourhood of his hut, except
when it became necessary for him to have
recourse to the small shop at Salt River for
supplies of food. This was the only place he
went to. Day after day he fell further away from
the usages of civilisation. His clothing, ragged
and dirty, was never mended or washed, and
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his hut presented a picture of the acme of
neglect. o

This perpetual solitary brooding naturally
resulted in an abnormal development of that
idiosyncrasy which had in the beginning
rendered solitude more agreeable to him than
companionship. Week after week he dwelt with
a dull sense of pain on the lcss and injury which
he had sustained, and, as month after month
passed, his ideas gained shape and substance.
He believed that he was a man suffering. from
an irreparable injury which he must revenge.
In the curious condition of mind in which he
had got he regarded his peccant wife as an
angel of purity, beauty, and amiability, who had
been snatched from him by the wiles of some
skilled seducer. All his thoughts of anger
were for the man who had thus beguiled her,
and he had even reached the condition of
thinking that his wife’s conduct was natural,
if not altogether excusable. Day after day
he indulged in wild gloating ideas of what
he would do when he met face to
face with the man—who was really unknown
to him even by report, for he had heard
nothing of Signor Ferdinando Altamonti.
Yet, strange to say, he made no attempt to
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search for his enemy. He was possessed with
a strange hallucination that he would come
to him, and that the deed would be done on
the spot where the injury had been inflicted.
So he watched and waited, confident that fate
would bring to him the man for whom he
was waiting.

As he sat by the fire on this stormy
evening, he went over the old ground again and
again in his thoughts. * Pretty dear,” he said,
half-aloud, “ I never ought to have brbught you
to this place to live. ‘Dead-and-alive hole’
you called it. Ha, ha! so it is. Never mind;
when he’s dead, and it won’t be long now,
we'll go and live in town, where there’ll be
theayters, and concerts, and what-not. Oh!
itll be a fine time when he’s dead.” Here
his mood changed, and he groaned: * How
much longer, how much longer, O Lord, for
the retribution of blood ?” :

The rain fell heavily outside, and the
distant roll of thunder amongst the mountains
echoed dully through the downpour. Suddenly
the dog turned uneasily and growled. A few
seconds afterwards a footstep was heard out-
side, and then some one tried the latch of the
door. At the first sound of the step Jackson
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Mrs. Jackson laughed. She had not been
prepared for this kind of welcome. She had
expected to have been received with upbraid-
ings, and perhaps with violence, and had ac-
cordingly prepared a variety of excuses and
recriminations.

Her husband led her to the fire.

“Poor dear, how wet it is!” he said, as he
felt her clothes, heavy with rain-water. She
took off her bedraggled hat, and wrung the
moisture out of her hair. Then she seated
hersclf in front of the fire to dry her petti-
coats, her husband standing to one side of her,
gazing admiringly, and every now and then
leaning forward to caress her cheek.

She had changed during her absence, but
‘not for the better. She was still pretty, but I
am sorry to have to state that her face bore
traces which could only be attributed to a
persistent absorption of alcoholic beverages.
Her voice was harsher, probably from the
same cause. Her clothes were ragged, and
her appearance slatternly. She looked curiously
at her husband, at a loss to account for his
unfeigned ecstasy at her return. Her first
thought was to attribute his unexpected be-
haviour to the influence of Cape Smoke, or
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some fluid of equal potency; but she looked
round the room and failed to detect signs of
its presence. Perhaps it was this train of
thought that reminded her that she required
some stimulant, or, perhaps, it was with the
design of really finding out whether her
husband had been drinking or not that she
asked if he had any spirits in the house.

“ Spirits, deary ?” said Peter. “You know
I never touch ’em, and there ain’t been such a
thing here for years.”

Then he fell to fondling her hand, and
looking with lover-like earnestness into her
face. Mrs. Jackson’s eyes fell before the
strange, eager gaze of her husband. She
withdrew her hand. “Good gracious,” she
thought, with a little shudder. *“1 do believe
the old fool’s cracked.”

Watchful as a mother over a child that had
just been restored to her, he noticed the con-
vulsive little tremor.

“You are cold, deary,” he said. “Take
off your wet things, and wrap yourself in the
blanket.”

Mrs. Jackson laughed. I think a drop
of something would do me more good,” she
replied.
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“TI'll go and get some"”

“Where'll you get it at this hour ?”

“I'll go to Strydom’s. That’s the nearest.
They'll be sure to have gin, being Dutch.”

“Oh, yes! the Strydoms. They are still
here, then?”

“Yes, deary. I believe so.”

Her husband had taken up his hat and
was moving to the door, when she stopped
him. ‘

‘“Has that young boy—-what’s his name—
Johannus, come back yet ?”

Jackson turned back. “ Come back from
what, deary ?”

“Oh! didn’t you know he ran away ?” she
inquired.

“No; I didn't know. But he is here now.
I have seen him. I do not remember how
long ago. Sometimes I think my memory is
getting bad.”

“Well, don’t go there.”

A new look of intelligence came into her
husband’s face. Mrs. Jackson continued:
“Don't go to him for anything. He insulted
me, and [ hate him.”

Jackson returned to the fire,  “ There,
there, dear,” said he, patting his wife’s head.
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head away from her husband, murmured
bashfully, “Yes.”

A long silence followed.  Mr. Jackson
ros¢, and paced nervously up and down the
room. DPresently Mrs. Jackson declared she
would go to sleep.

“You've got nothing here to drink, and
nothing to cat —at least nothing that I can
eat,” she said, looking disparagingly at the
goat’s-milk cheese and biltonge on the shelf,
“so I'll try and get a little sleep. I'm tired
out.”

“Yes, deary, slecp, sleep,” said her hus-
band eagerly. “ To-morrow well settle our
plans. W¢'ll go to town, and we'll be happy,
oh, so happy!”

He impressed a chaste salute upon her lips,
and went and sat by the fire. His wife threw
herself on the bed.  After about an hour
Jackson rose, moved on tip-toe to the bed,
and peered over her. She was asleep. Then
he noiselessly picked up his gun from the spot
where he had let it fall when she first entered,
went back to the fire, cautiously and silently
drew the charge, and reloaded it with a fresh

one: and then, once more on tip-toe, crept
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As you go northwards—say after leaving
Victoria \West —game begins to appear on
the plain. It must not, however, be supposed
that in the more southerly districts there is an
entire absence of game. Quite the contrary.
Within a few miles of such centres of civili-
sation as Cape Town and Port Elizabeth small
gazelles, genets, hares, jerboas, and deer
abound ; but, as a rule, they lurk in the kloofs
and thickets until nightfall, when they issue
forth. Here, however, there is no conceal-
ment. Herds of springbok are seen daily
from the waggon. Then the sportsman, for
there is sure to be a sportsman about, unearths
a rifle from his baggage. The waggon stops.
The sportsman takes a long and careful aim,
and fires. You see the bullet knocking up
the dust about four hundred yards off. The
buck are really about six hundred yards
distant, but the purity of the air in these
upland plateaus causes objects to appear much
nearer than they really are, and it is difficult
to judge distance on a bare plain.

At the sound of the rifle the springbok
bound seven or eight feet in the air, clearing
at each spring some fifteen feet of ground.
In this manner they make off for a few
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This is one of the most wonderful sights it
is given to man to behold. There is some-
thing majestic in these countless herds of wild
animals all moving in one direction without
a pause. Then many men feel stirring within
them instincts which have been doubtless in-
herited from our remote savage ancestry, and
which have been disguised by civilisation but
not rooted out. They rush to gun and horse.
They charge upon the flanks of the living
mass, loading and firing again and again, until
with the thirst of blood satiated, and the
plain covered with the bodies of twenty, thirty,
or forty dead and dying springbok, they
return to the outspan exulting. One, or at
all events two victims, would have been
sufficient for food ; the rest will lie there and
rot, or be devoured by jackals and vultures.
Such trek-bokken are now, I am told, only
to be seen far north in the Transvaal or
Bechuanaland. The only wonder is that, con-
sidering the number annually slaughtered, for
sport, for food, and for the gratification of
the instinct of destruction, there are any left
to migrate even so near as that;  for since
the opening of the Diamond Fields, thousands
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The Dutch farmers complain bitterly of their
depredations. Whenever a garden or field is
left unguarded, they descend upon it and
plunder. They are said, too, to be very
destructive with sheep, seizing the lambs, and
tearing open their stomachs with their teeth,
so as to drink the milk they contain. In this
way they will kill several in a very short time,
leaing one writhing disembowelled on the
ground, and passing on to another. If the
baboons have been lately more than usually
destructive you will probably be invited to stay
and shoot some of them. They are sufficiently
fierce, especially when wounded, and even when
unmolested have been known to attack and kill
men ; but with modern fire-arms they are shot
easily enough. From a distance of three or
four hundred yards a rifle bullet may be
dropped into the midst of a group. They do
- not at once scatter to cover. They utter loud
cries, surrounding the one that has been
wounded or killed, and appear to be inquiring
whence the missile has come. They search the
surrounding country with their eyes until they
discover the aggressor, and then, in a moment,
not one is to be seen.  The pitiful, half-human
gestures of the wounded, especially of the
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run about round the house like domestic
poultry. I remember this was the case at
a farm, Du Plooi’s, I think, near the Riet
River. We outspanned there one morning
about ten, and arranged with the people to
have some breakfast. Among my fellow-
travellers was a young Englishman, who,
ever since we had started from Cape Town,
had been making conscientious endeavours to
empty his flask of “Cango” brandy between
every two halting-places. It was an inter-
necine struggle, in which it seemed probable
that the flask would be the victor, for, for the
past day or two, the champion had been
observed making wild clutches at imaginary
flies in the air in front of his nose. He looked
suspiciously at the ostriches at this place, half-
doubting perhaps whether they were not mere
creations of his brain, and they certainly did
look ugly and ungainly creatures, for they had
been plucked recently.

We went in to breakfast, which consisted
of the invariable tough mutton-chop, fried in
sheep-tail fat. I had a seat opposite the
door, and my wis-d-vis was the young
Englishman, We had only been seated a
few minutes when I observed an ostrich
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“Cango:” his fright had produced good
results. What a subject this would be for a
temperance tract! It might be headed, “ On
the Verge of D. T, or Saved by an Ostrich,”
with a full-length portrait of the heaven-sent
ostrich on the cover. '

~ The inhabitants of these up-country farm-
houses are a strange people. The Boer is
neither the pious and patriotic individual of
unobtrusive habits that he is asserted to be
by his zealous supporters in Great Britain,
nor is he the cruel and bloodthirsty destroyer
of native women and children that he is
depicted by his detractors. He is simply an
individual, who, through force of circum-
stances, namely, his separation from civilising
influences, and his isolated life, has fallen
away in some respects from civilisation. He
is behind the times, that is all. He hates
change and progress, and not only is satisfied
to live as did his father, but firmly intends
that his son shall continue to do so also.
What is good enough for him, and was good
enough for his father, must and shall be good
enough for his son. The Boer’s hatred of
innovations is intense. Those men who threw
up their farms in the Transvaal, and, in 1875,
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necktie all through the journey, but who had
looked in vain all along the road for a young
damsel of attractions worthy of his high
approval.

It was principally through this young
man that one day the conversation turned
upon the personal charms of the wives and
daughters of the Boers whom we had met in
our upward journey. [ regret to say that
as a rule the remarks were of a disparaging
nature, made all the more unrestrainedly
because there did not happen to be any
Dutchmen included in the community of the
waggon. The ankles of the fair creatures
with whom we had made a passing acquaint-
ance were termed bulbous, their faces heavy
and expressionless, and their feet elephantine
and destructive of insect life. Their figures
were compared with the outlines presented
by well-filled coal-sacks, and their costume
characterised as immodestly scanty. If the
truth must be told there are many things
about the up-country Boer ladies which, to
the eye of one accustomed to the gorgeously-
apparelled dames of European cities, appear
at least odd. The charm of a well-turned,
but rather plump ankle, exposed, perchance
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“ Humph,” said Adonis disparagingly.

‘“ A really pretty gal,” continued the guard
soliloquisingly.

“ Bosh.”

‘“ And much superior to the or’nary run of
gals.”

‘ Skittles.”

“ With such eyes—sky-blue—and teeth like
a Kaffir.”

“ Humbug.”

The guard winked comprehensively at the
surrounding earth and sky, and smiled sweetly
to himself. Then he continued :

‘“ Been known to refuse all the best offers
round about. Said them chaps wasn't refined
enough for her. Reserving herself for an
Englishman, p’raps.” Then he appealed to a
passenger: ‘“You know Lena Kruger, don't
you, Grainger?”

- The man thus called upon to substantiate
the unknown damsel’s- claims to high-class
beauty, roused himself wearily on the hard
seat, and held forth. From the fragmentary
sentences interspersed amongst the torrent of
expletives which formed the principal portion
of his speech, we gathered that the young lady
was indeed a miracle of loveliness, a desert
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to her fellow countrywomen.  The usual.
solitary print garment fluttered in the wind,
and her naked feet were thrust into shapeless
veldt-schoens.

“That's Lena,” said the guard to Adonis.

The latter cocked his hat a little on one
side, twirled an incipient moustache, and ogled
the damsel. He was not at all a bad young
fellow, only he was at the time labouring under
the impression that no woman could resist his
great personal attractions. It is a form of
disease to which a large proportion of young
men are liable, and which they have to get
over, like the measles and other infantile
ailments.

“Tll introduce you, if you like,” continued
the guard.

There was really no necessity for this
ceremony, we had done very well without it
hitherto; but Adonis acquiesced. The guard
shook hands with Lena, said something to
her in Dutch, at which she laughed, and
then indicated the swain by a gesture. The
latter gracefully removed his hat, and the
young lady extended a plump and sun-burned
hand. She addressed some incomprehensible
remark to him in Dutch and again smiled,
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ventional to Boer ideas in this mode of selecting
a partner for life, and the young lady no doubt
felt flattered. Of course, too, it was quite
natural for a man to come to South Africa on
such an errand, for the young women of
England must indeed be poor creatures. Were
they not cooped up in towns, where the popula-
tion was numbered by tens of thousands; were
they not puny, sickly, and fragile, unable to
bear the least fatigue, and altogether unfitted
for the great end of matrimony—maternity ?

Perhaps, under more favourable circum-
stances, this budding love-affair might, when
thus artfully stimulated, have germinated in
the usual way. During the evening Adonis
endeavoured by expressive glances to make
up for his unfortunate inability to converse
with her; but he had not much time for
practising this art. About half-past eight the
Boer family retired to rest in the sleeping
apartment, and of the passengers some slept
in the waggon, some under it, and some on
the floor of the room in which we had
supped.

Next morning, soon after daybreak, we
were ready to start. The Boer family was
already up, and Adonis sauntered into the









XIL
LOST.

“Dip my missus ever tell you how she and
Liza there got lost when we were trekking
up from East London last year?” asked my
genial host, Tom Carey.

The scene was Klipdrift, on the Vaal
River, the time was the year of grace 1872,
and Tom Carey and I were sitting at the open
doorway of his swish and stone tenement.
Inside we could hear the voice of Tom’s
wife crooning a lullaby to a new arrival, a
little pink-and-white baby boy some two or
three months old; while running about near
us, now climbing on to her father’s knee, and
now returning to the ever inexhaustible amuse-
ment of making sand-pies, was the Liza in
question, a little, blue-eyed, fair-haired girl of
some five summers.

In 1872, Klipdrift was the most civilised
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camp in the then recently-acquired Water-
boer’s Territory, and had, at the close of
1871, been selected by the Cape Government
as the metropolis of the new annexation.
There were at least twenty-four houses, some
of brick, some of mud and stones, and some
of stones alone. These formed an irregular
street along the low cliff which overhung the
Vaal, and on the kopje above them was the
<haos of mounds and holes, piles of boulders
and broken hills of stones which marked the
spot where hundreds of claims had been
opened in the palmy days of Klipdrift, before
the dry diggings out away on the dusty veldt
at De Beer’s and Du Toit’s Pan had been
heard of. Here and there, down towards the
drift stood a ragged tent, a hut of loose
stones, or a lean-to shanty made of boards
and branches, where one or two impoverished
diggers, the owners of the cradles which yet
remained on the river brink, still lingered,
the remnant of the five thousand men whose
tents had, a few months back, whitened the
earth, and whose brawny arms had sunk the
innumerable pits, and raised the mounds of
stones and earth. On the Pniel side of the
river the hill was scored and pitted in a
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Fields to make a fortune. I talked it over
with Mary. She was dead against it at first,
but when she saw my mind was bent on going,
she gave way; only she insisted on going with
me, for I had intended leaving her behind, and
I think on the whole she was right. I bought
a waggon and a span of oxen, laid in a supply
of grub for the journey, and of picks, spades,
etc., for the diggings, and one morning off
we started. We went on from King William’s
Town to Fort Beaufort, from that to Bedford,
and from Bedford to Cradock without accident.
We stayed at Cradock two days.

“The first night out from Cradock we out-
spanned near Zoutpan’s Drift, on the Great
Fish River, just under the range of mountains
called Bushman’s Berg. Next morning when
I turned out of the waggon a little before
daybreak, not one of my oxen could I see.
My boys—I had three of them, one Tottie
and two Kaffirs—knew nothing about them ; so
I swore at them and sent them to hunt them
up, one of them down the river and one of
them up, as I thought the cattle’ would be
likely to keep near the water; while I started
the third up the Burghers Spruit, which runs
into the Fish River just there. That done,
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dark, I asked the Boer to let me put them into
his kraal for the night, so that I could send
for them in the morning. He made no
difficulty about this, but it took some time to
get the cattle into the kraal, and by the time
the last was in it was about four o’clock. It
would be getting dark about six, so I had
just time to get back and keep my promise.
“The evening was beginning to close in
when I got in sight of the waggon. I could see
the three boys squatting round a fire they had
lighted, but no sign of my wife or child. How-
ever, I did not feel uneasy, as I thought they
were inside the waggon, and, when I had come
up, I went up softly and raised the flap of
the tilt, to give them a surprise as I thought.
They weren’t there. I felt quite sick with
fright for a moment. Then I thought they
were perhaps hiding near to surprise me, and
I looked all round, but they weren’t to be
seen anywhere. I asked the boys where they
were, and they looked at me with their mouths
open. Almost beside myself with fright and
worry, 1 asked them if they had seen them
when they returned to the waggon. One of
the Kaffirs had been back about two hours,
and the others about one hour. The first
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perhaps he had murdered them. Of course
the idea was absurd. The man could have
had no motive for such a deed, but in my
distracted condition reason had little to do
with my thoughts. In fact the boy had a
great regard for me. You know all these
people have at least two names—izgama, or
name given at the birth, and the Zsébonga, or
name assumed afterwards, generally in com-
memoration of some event or deed. Some
Kaffirs have several isibongas. A man is
always addressed by his iszbonga, and he
only allows his 7gama to be known to his
most intimate friends, for he believes that the
knowledge of his birth name would enable
wizards or witches to do him harm. Well,
when this boy first came to me, I asked him
his zgama, and he wouldn’t tell me; but I
learned it after a time by overhearing him
talking with a man of his own tribe. It was
U’mpisi, “'The Hyena,” and I startled him
tremendously by calling him by it when I
next wanted him. He could never make out
how I learned it, and regarded my knowledge
of it as a proof of my wonderful power.
From that moment I could depend upon him
thoroughly. It was therefore the height of
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““When Tom went away after the oxen,
I watched him along the road as far as I
could see him, and when he went out of
sight I felt for the first time a little frightened.
Everything was so still. There were some
tall mountains over to my left that seemed
so grand and silent, their height and vastness
seemed to weigh on me, while on the other
sides were bleak and desolate plains bounded
by bare, rocky hills. The stillness and want
of life made me feel as if I must cry out, if
only to break the awful silence; and at last
I had to get inside the waggon with Liza,
and let down the flap of the tilt to shut it
all out. I had some needlework to do and
stitched away, while Liza played with an old
rag doll on the floor of the waggon.

“Then occurred something which I can
never account for. Whether it was the heat,
or the stillness, or what it was, I, who am
always so wide awake in the daytime, must
have fallen asleep. Such a thing never
happened to me before since I came to the
Cape. How long I slept, I don’t know, but
when I woke I didn’t see Liza. I called
her, scolding her for getting out of the waggon,
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dear had been picking. I had great hopes
of finding her then, and I called her as loud
as I could, but no answer came. I went up
the river side for a long way, but there was
no sign, so I came back again and went
down.

“Some way down below where our wag-
gon was, I came to a dry watercourse which
ran into the river. The bottom of it was
covered with sand and pebbles, and the high
banks had flowering shrubs on them. I
thought it was the sort of place the child
would be tempted to wander up, and I turned
up it. I soon knew I was right, for I found
some more of the pink heather bells dropped
on the sand. I walked on faster than ever
now. The sun seemed to be going down.
I didn’t know how long I had been searching,
for I did not know what the time was when
I started out, but it seemed as if I had been
searching for hours. Still I went on and
on. I passed several other watercourses
which opened into the one in which I was,
and of these I was afraid to think, for per-
haps she had turned up one.

“At last the ravine, for it had grown to
be a ravine by this time, with sloping heights
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in my arms, and then thought of going back
again. But it was now pitch dark. I could
not move without striking against a rock, or
running into a thorned bush. Now that the
excitement was over, and that I had found
my lost one, my strength seemed gone, my
knees gave way under me, and I sank to the
ground.

“Then, for the first time, I felt frightened
about myself, and thought of my husband, and
the state of mind he would be in on returning
to the waggon and finding us both missing.
I thought of the wild beasts, of leopards, and
hyenas, and jackals, and wondered what my
husband would do, if he came up the ravine
in the morning looking for us, and found our
half-eaten bodies. My mind ran on in a strange
way. He would be beside himself with grief,
I knew, for he loved us both. But, then,
nothing could bring us back again to life.
He would perhaps marry again, and I hoped
his second wife would think as much of him
as I had.

“While I was thinking all this, alarge bird
or bat swooped close past us in the darkness,
nearly brushing my hair with its wings. 1 felt
sick with terror. I expected every moment
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while, some more stones and gravel fell from
above. A stone must have struck Liza; she
woke, and, frightened at finding herself in the
dark, began to cry. Then at once arose a
chorus of barks and grunts, and I heard
scrambling noises on the mountain side. I
expected every moment to see a pack of
wolves rushing upon us. I pictured to myself
their glaring eyes and gleaming white teeth,
and I remembered accounts I had read of
people being overtaken by wolves in Russia.
I could see distinctly a picture I had seen of
a woman in a sleigh, dropping her baby out
at the back, to delay the wolves and give her
a chance of escape. I got up and tried to
climb up a thorny .bush; but it was too small
to bear our weight, and I only tore myself with
the long, sharp thorns. But I could put Liza
in it, and I did, reaching up as high as I could
to place her in a fork, and tying her to_the
stem with my handkerchief. You've no idea
how difficult I found it to do this in the
dark.

“] had hardly finished when I heard some
" more scrambling, and over the top of a rock,
which stood out against the sky, I saw what
seemed to be the head and shoulders of a






254 SOUTH AFRICAN SKETCHES.

and the ground was too rough for Tom to
carry me, so we sat down to wait for day-
light. It was not long in coming, and as
soon as it was light we went back to the
waggon. Tom said we had wandered quite
five miles from it.”

“And what did the hairy man turn out
to be?” I asked.

“QOh, it was a baboon. It was their
barking I had heard. It seems there was a
troop of them on the hill-side.”

“Yes,” said Carey, ““it was their barking
that helped us to find her. U’mpisi and I
had passed two-thirds of the night wandering
up the kloof and about the spurs of the
Bushman’s Berg, shouting ourselves hoarse,
and had nearly given up all hope of finding
them till next morning, when U’mpisi’s quick
ears caught some distant sound. He crept
on to the top of a ridge, and lay flat on the
ground to listen. Then he said it was baboons
barking, and that he thought, from the noise
they were making, that they had discovered
something and were signalling to each other.
You can imagine how I rushed off in that direc-
tion, for I thought that if they had discovered
Mary and Liza, they might attack them. You
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tired. Then she lost her shoe, and the stones
hurt her foot; sc she sat down and cried
till she fell asleep. I've no doubt she followed
a honey-bird. Those birds, you know, always
try to attract one’s attention by chirping and
chattering in an excited way, and then lead
you to the wild-bees’ nest, flying on a little
way at a time, and then stopping and looking
back to see if they are followed. It's just

the thing to lead a child away.” J

THE END.
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